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PREFACE TO THE ORIGINAL EDITION 
OF 1822, REVISED IN 1856 

X HERE present you, courteous reader, with the recortl 
i of a remarkable period of my life; according to m\ 
application of it, I trust that it will prove not merely 
an interesting record, but, m a considerable degree, 
useful and instructive. In that hope it is that I have 
drawn it up ; and that must be my apology for breaking 
through that delicate and honourable reserve which, 
for the most part, restrains us from the public exposure 

of our own errors and infirmities. 

Guilt and misery shrink, by a natural instinct, from 
public notice; they court privacy and solitude; and. 
even in their choice of a grave, will sometimes sequester 
themselves from the general population of the churcli- 
yard, as if declining to claim fellowship with the great 
family of man, and wishing (in the affecting language 

of Mr. Wordsworth) 

‘humbly to express 

A penitential loneliness.’ 

It is well, upon the whole, and for the interest of us 
all, that it should be so; nor would I willingly, m m> 
own person, manifest a disregard of such salutar\ 
feelings; nor in act or word do anything to weaken 
them. But, on the one hand, as my self-accusation 
does not amount to a confession of guilt, so, on the 
other, it is possible that, if it did, the benefit resulting 
to others, from the record of an experience purchased 
at so heavy a price, might compensate, by a vast ovei - 
balance, for any violence done to the feelings I have 
noticed, and justify a breach of the general rule. In- 
firmity and misery do not, of necessity, imply guilt. 
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1 hry «Tpproach, or recede from, the shades of that 
dark alliance, in pro|)ortion to the probable motives 
and pros{)ects of the olVender, and the palliations, 
known or secret, of llu' ollence: in proportion as the 
temptations to it were potent from the iirst, and the 
resistance to it, in act or in cflbrt, was earnest to 
the last. Tor my own part, without breach of truth 
or modesty, I may aiiirm that my life has been, on the 
whole, the lile ot a philosopher: from my birth I was 
made an intellectual creature; and intellectual in the 
highest sense my pursuits and pleasures have been, 
even from my school-boy days. If opium-eating be a 
sensual j)leasurc, and if I am bountl to confess that 


I have indulged in it to an excess, not yet rfcorikd of 
anv other man, it is no less true that I have struggled 
against this fascinating enthralment with a religious 
zeal, and have at length accomplished what I never 
vet lieard attributed to any other man — have un- 
IwisU'd, almost to its final links, the accui'setl chain 
whi( h fettered me. Such a sell-conquest may reason- 
.d)lv be set ofl in counter-balaitce to anv kind or 
degree of self-indulgence. Not to insist that, in my 
c as<\ tlie seif-conquest was unquestionable, the self- 
indulg('ncc ojien to doubts of casuistry, aceortling as 
that name shall be extended to acts aiming at the bare 
relief of pain, or shall be restricted to such as aim at 
the excitement of positive i>ieasure. 

Guilt, therefore. I do not acknowledge; and, if 1 
did, it is possible that 1 might still rr-iolve oii the 
picsent act of confession, in et>nsuleration of the service 
which i mav thereby rentier to the \\hole class of 
opmm-eaters. Rut who are tiiey? Re.uler. I am sorrv 
to sax. a very numerous class iiuleed. C'lfthls 1 became 
(onxincctl, some yeai-s ago, bv computing, at that 
lime, the number of those in one small class of I'mglish 
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society (the class of men distinguished for talents, or 
of eminent station) who were known to me, directly 
or indirectly, as opium-eaters; such, for instance, as 
the elociucnt and benevolent William \\ ilberlorce; 
the late Dean of Carlisle,' Dr. Isaac Milner; the first 


' Isaac Milner — 'He was nominally known to the public as 
Dean of Carlisle, being colloquially always called Milner; 

but virtually he was best known in his own circle as the hea 
of Queen's College, Cambridge, where he usually resided. In 
common with his brother Joseph, of I lull, he was substantially 
a Weslevan Methodist; and in that character, as regarded prin- 
ciples and the general direction of his sympathies he pursued 
his deceased brother's History of the Christian Church dm n 
to the era of Luther. In these days, he would perhaps not be 
stvled a Methodist, but simply a Low-Churchman. By what- 
ever tide described, it is meantime remarkable that a man con- 
fessedly so conscientious as Dean Milner could have reconciled 
to his moral views the holding of church pre erment so im- 
portant as this deanery in combination with the I'e^d^Dp of 
L important college. One or other must have oonscu^ 
neglected. Such a record, meantime, power! ally illustrates 
advances made by the Church during the last * 

practical homage to selt-denying religious scruples A V 
hix man would not in these days allow himself to do that which 
hirty years ago a severe Church-Methodist (regarded by many 
even as a fanatic) persisted in doing, without '"o- ^ 

called on for apology. If 1 have not misapprehended its enor 
this case serves most vividly to illustrate the higher standa 
of moral responsibility which prevails in this current genera 

tion. We do injustice daily to our own age; ^ 

sign, palpable and secret, 1 feel to be, more 

anv since the period of Queen Elizabeth and ChaHcs I. a 

intellectual, a moving, and " ^,,,a'|!encd 

evitably, where the intellect has beenpreternaturally awakene 

the moral sensibility must soon be 

The verv distinctions, psychologic or ; J „,oves’ 

as its hinges and articulations, our modern thinking moves 
"rodair; the subtler character of the questions vvh.ch n 
occupy our thoughts. Not as pedantic only, but as ^usp mus 

unintelligible, such ‘‘-'--ion-ould one h dred^amD^ 
vears aizo have been viewed as incljctaoie, f 

company with Mandeville's "Political Economy ) would 


Vll 



Lord Lrskine; Mr. ,* ihc philosopher; a late 
undcr-sccrctary or stale (viz. Mr. Addington, brotlicr 

been seriously presented as a nui.sancc to the Middlesex 
Quarter-Sessions. Recurrinj', however, to Dean Milner, and 
the recollections of his dislinRuished talents amongst the con- 
temporary circles of the first generation in this nineteenth 
century, I wish to mention that these talents are most feebly 
measured by any of his occasional writings, all drawn from 
him apparently by mere pressure of casual convenience. In 
conversation it was tfiai lie asserted adequately his pre-eminent 
place. Wordsworth, who met him often at the late Lord 
Lonsdale’s table, spoke of him uniformly as the chief potentate 
c<illoquiaIly of his own generation, and as the man beyond all 
others (Murke lieing departed) who did not live upon his 
recollections, but met the demands of every question that 
engaged his sympathy by spontaneous and elastic movements 
of novel and original thought. As an opium-eater. Dean 
Milner was understood to be a strenuous wrestler with the 
physical necessity that coerced him into this habit. From 
several quarters 1 have heard that his daily ration was 14 grains 
(or about K50 drops of laudanum), divided into four portions 

and administered to him at regular intervals of six hours bv a 
confidential valet. > « 

Nn. ? Really 1 have forRot. 

No MhrouRh any fault of my own, but on thr motion of sonte 

urd couard l.avinR a voice potential at the press, all tbc 

the l ook, thirty.five years iiro. I was not consulted, and did 
nm diseover the absurd blanks until months afterwards, when 
I «as taunted with them very reasonably bv a caustic reviewer 
N< t iitiR could have a more ludicrous cITcct than this appeal to 
sliadows-t„ my Lord Hash, to Dean Dasb, and to NU 
s iretary Diisl, ^-ry naturally it thus happened to ^ r' 
bilosoplier Dasb that bis biirnioR liRbt, alasi sJas evtinRuisbed 
rrecover..bly m the Reneral ni.V.'e, Meantnne. there was ml 

ImeTiern all'" I ' interference, such as n.iRbt 

been allcRcd in any personality capable of c.iusinR nain 
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to the fust Lord Sidniouth, who described to me the 
sensation which first drove him to the use of opium 
in the very same words as the Dean of Carlisle, viz. 
‘that he felt as though rats were gnawing and abrad- 
ing the coats of his stomach’); Samuel Taylor Cule- 
ridge; and many others, hardly less celebrated. Noiv, 
if one class, comparatively so limited, could furnish so 
many scores of cases (and that within the knowledge 
of one single inquirer), it was a natural inference that 
the entire population of England would furnish a pro- 
portionable number. The soundness of this inference, 
however, I doubted, until some facts became known 
to me, which satisfied me that it was not, incorrect. 

I will mention two. i . Three respectable London 
druggists, in widely remote quarters of London, lioin 
whom I happened lately to be purchasing smal 
quantities of opium, assured me that the number o 
amateur opium-eaters (as I may term them) was, at this 
time, immense ; and that the difliculty of distinguish- 
ing these persons, to whom habit had rendered opium 
necessary, from such as were purchasing it vvith a view 
to suicide, occasioned them daily trouble and drsputes. 
This evidence respected London only. But, 2 (whic 
will possibly surprise the reader more), some years 
ago, on passing through Manchester I wt^ mformed 
by several cotton manufacturers that their wo. k- 
people were rapidly getting into the practice of opium- 

Lting; so much so, that on a Saturday alternoc^n the 
counters of the druggists were ^fewed wi h pdls ° 
one two, or three grains, in preparation for the known 
deLnd’of the evening. The ---ediate occas.on^of 
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man, having once tasted the divine luxuries of opium, 
will afterwards descend to the gross and mortal enjoy- 
ments of alcohol, I take it for granted 

‘'I'hal those cat now who never ate before, 

And those who always ate now eat the more.* 

Indeed, the fascinating powers of o])iuin arc ad- 
mitted even by medical writers, who are its greatest 


enemies: thus, for instance, Awsiter, apothecary to 
(ircenwich Hospital, in his ‘Essay on the Effects (if 
Opium’ fi)ublished in the year 1763), when attempt- 
ing to explain why Mead had not been suilicicntly 
explicit on the properties, counter-agents, &c., of this 
drug, expresses hiiiLsclf in the following mysterious 
terms ((j>covduTa gvv€toI(ti): ‘Perhaps he thought the 
subject of too delicate a nature to be made common; 
and, as many people might then indiscriminately use 
it. it would take from that necessary fear and caution 
whicii should prevent their experiencing the extensive 


power of this drug; /or there ore many fyroperties in i/, if 
nniversoUy known, that would habituate the use, ami make 
it more in request with us than the Turks themselves; the 
result of which knowledge,’ he adds, ‘must prove a 
general misfortune.’ In the necessity of this conclu- 
sion I do not altogether concur; but upon that point 
I shall have occasion to speak more freely in the body 
of the work itself. And at this point I shall say no more 
than that opium, as the one sole coMo/fc anodyne which 
hitherto has been revealed to man; sccoiuilv, as the 
one sole anodyne which in a vast majority of eases is 
inesisfible; thirdly, as by many degrees the most potent 
of all known counter-agents to nervous irritation, and 
to the formidable curse Udium viU; fourthly, as by 
possibility, under an argument undeniably plausible 
alleged by myself, the sole known agent— not for 
curing when formed, but for intercepting whilst likely 


X 


to be formed— the great English scourge of pulmonary 
consumption;— I say that opium, as wearmg these, 
or any of these, four beneficient characteristics-1 say 
that any agent whatever making good such preten- 
sions, no matter what its name, is entitled haughtily 
to refuse the ordinary classification and treatment 
which opium receives in books. I say that opium, or 
any agent of equal power, is entitled to assume that it 
was revealed to man for some higher object than that 
it should furnish a target for moral denunciations 
ignorant where they are not hypocritical, childish 
where not dishonest ; that it should be set up as a 
theatrical scarecrow for superstitious terrors, ot whicn 
the result is oftentimes to defraud human suffeimg o 
its readiest alleviation, and of which the purpose is, U 

pueris placeant et declamatio fiant. 

In one sense, and remotely, all medicines and mod« 

of medical treatment offer themselves as anodynes 
that is, so far as they promise ultimately to ^elie 
suffering connected with physical ma a les “f 
firmities But we do not, in the special ordinary 
sense, designate as ‘anodynes’ those remedies uhich 
obtain the relief from pain only as a secon y 
distant effect following out from the cif the a h 
ment; but those only we call anodynes '^h'cb o^bta 

this relief and pursue it as the primary 

object. If, by giving tonics to a ch* d mfering peno^c 

pains in the stomach, we were tt't>mately 
those pains, this would not warrant us m ^ « 

tonics by the names of anodynes : for the n^rahsa 
tion of the pains would be a circuitous proce^ o 
nature, and might probably requ^e 
evolution. But a true anodyne (as, on 

' That they may win the applause of school boys a 
furnish matter for a prize essay. 
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a-do2cn drops of laudanum, or a dessert-spoonful of 
some warm carminative mixed with brandy) will 
often banish the misery suffered by a child in five or 
six minutes. Amongst the most potent of anodynes we 
may rank hemlock, henbane, chloroform, and opium. 
Hut unquestionably the three first have a most narrow 
field of action, by comparison with opium. This, 
beyond all other agents made known to man, is the 
mightiest for its command, and for the extent of its 
command, over pain; and so much mightier than any 
other that I should think, in a Pagan land, supposing 
it to have been adequately made known* through 
experimental acquaintance with its revolutionary 
magic, opium would have had altars and priests con- 
secrated to its benign and tutelary powers. But this 
is not my own object in the present little work. \ cry 
many people have thoroughly misconstrued this ob- 
ject; and therefore I beg to say here, in closing my 
Original Preface, a little remodelled, that what I 
contemplated in these Confessions was to emblazon 
the power of opium— not over bodily disease and pain 

l)ut over the grander and more shadoNvy world of 
dreams. 


■ ' Adcqunuly „,„de *«of, „';-l>rccisclv this, howc-ver « 
nnposs.blc. No feature of ancient Puttan life has more entirely 
ibcaped notice than the extreme rarity, costliness and cir- 
cuitous accessibility of the more powerful drugs, especially of 
nineral drugs, and of drugs requiring elaborate preparation 
r requiring much manufacturing skill. When the process of 
b taming any manufactured drug was slow and intricate it 
could most rarely be called for. .And, rarely called for why 

of’ H rod '-ory and 'tm s 

^nin ::::!et tm":;^ 

mg ajl attempts at importing such drugs as could be apX'd ui 
murderous purposes,— consequently of the delay the difficulty 
and the peril i„ forming any familiar acquaintanc^ with oSm 
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PREFATORY NOTICE TO THE NEW AND 

enlarged edition of 1856 

'i^T-HEN it had been settled that, in the general 
VV series of these republications, the Confessions 
of an English Opium-Eater’ should occupy the Fifth 
Volume, I resolved to avail myself most carefully o 
the opening thus made for a revision of the entire 
work. By accident, a considerable part of ‘^e Co 
fessions (all, in short, except the Dreams) had origin- 
ally been written hastily ; and, from various causes, 
had never received any strict revision, or, mrlmlly, s 
much as an ordinary verbal corr^tion. But a great 
deal more was wanted than this. The mam narrat.v 
should naturally have moved through a ^oocession of 
secondary incidents; and, with leisure for meal ng 
these, it might have been greatly inspirited. \\ anting 

all oi;portunity for such advantages th« narrative had 

been needlessly impoverished. And thus it had hap^ 
pened that not so properly correction and rt‘re 
ment were called for as integration of what had be 
left imperfect, or amplification of what, from the first, 

had been insufficiently expanded. Hiffirult 

With these views, it would not have been difficul 

(though toilsome) to re-cast the little work m a beUer 
mould ; and the result might, m all reas , 
upon the approbation at least o 1 
readers. Compared with its own former 
must certainly tend, by its very principle of change, 

whatever should be the executwn of ch g , 

become better: and in my °r ^irexemplifica- 
drawbacks ^d allowances should be a 

tion of a good principle, it w better. 

• • * 
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matter of mere logieal or inferential necessity; since, 
in pure addition to everything previously approved, 
there would now be a clear surplus of extra matter — 
all that might be good in the old work, and a great 
deal beside that was new. Meantime this improve- 
ment has been won at a price of labour and suH'ering 
that, if they could be truly stated, would seem in- 
credible. A nervous malady, of very peculiar charac- 
ter, which has attacked me intcrmittingly for the last 
eleven years, came on in May last, almost concur- 
rently with the commencement of this revision; and 
so obstinately has this malady pursued its noiseless, 
and what I may call subterraneous, siege, since none 
of the symptoms arc externally manifc'sted, that, 
although pretty nearly dedicating myself to this one 
solitaiy labour, and not intermitting or relaxing it for 
a single day, I have yet spent, within a very few da>s, 

six calendar months upon the recast of this one small 
volume. 

The consequences have been cllstressinq to all con- 
eeinecl. 1 he press has groaned under \he chronic 
visitation; the coinpositoi-s shudder at the sight ol'inv 
handwntmg, thougl, „ot objectionable oudie score 
ol legibility; and 1 have mneh reason to fear that, on 
days when the pressure of my complaint has been 
lieaviest, I may have so far gix en w ax- to it .as to have 
suflcred greatly in clearness of critical vision. Some- 

itriics I may have overlooked blunders, mis-st.uemenus 

or repetitions, implicit or even cxprcs,s. But more 
o cn iiiay h.ave failed to appreciate tlie true cirects 
horn faulty managemeut of style and its colourings. 
Somettmes, lor instance, a hcavv or too intricate 
ariangemcnt of sentences may have defeatexl the 

ncy o what, under its natural presentation 
would have bc„, „ i, „ J”; 
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that, by unseasonable levity at other times, J may 
have repelled the sympathy of my readers-all or 
some. Endless are the openings for such kinds o 
mistake-that is, of mistakes not fully seen « sucln 
But, even in a case of unequivocal mistake, seen and 
acknowledged, yet, when it is open to remedy on^ 
through a sudden and energetic act then or never, 

the press being for twenty minutes, , 

receive an alteration, but beyond that ''^e do ed and 
sealed inexorably; such being supposed *e c ucu - 
stances, the humane reader will allow for t l e n fi m - 
ity which even wilfully and consciously surrendcis 
itlelf to the error, acquiescing in it deliberately ra^he. 
than face the cruel exertion of correcting 
elaborately at a moment of sickening n^-ery and w th 
the prevision that the main correction mus draw aj^cr 
it half-a-dozen others for the sake of d 
sistency. I am not speaking under any 
sciousness of such a case existing agai _ 

believe there none such. But I choose m 
extreme case of even conscious error, m orde tha 

venial cases of oversight may, under ^bd‘« f 
an oulside license, find toleration from a "d n 

To r,gh. op agai... .h. '"“"V.iSmp, no d~.ip 

sickness imposes a fiery comba . t^iliaibilitv and 

tion of this combat, knowing the 

the repulsiveness of all attempts to ^ 

i„co.„L„icablo. Bo. .h. g.~ro.. 

for that forbearance on my part, the 1“" Y 

his indulgence, if a case should (unexpectedly m> 

self) arise for claiming it. with one 

l’h.„ .ho. made •h-'.f ".SS » « -V 

offorh for improving .hi. 
meantime, another, less open 
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own uttermost efforts. All along I had relied upon 
a crowning grace, which I had reserved for the final 


pages of this volume, in a succession of some twenty 
or twenty-five dreams and noon-day visions, whicli 
had arisen under the latter stages of opium influence. 
These have disappeared: some under circumstances 


which allow me a reasonable prospect of recovering 
them; some unaccountably ; and some dishonourably. 
Five or six, I believe, were burned in a sudden con- 


flagration which arose from the spark of a candle 
falling unobserved amongst a very large pile of papers 
in a bedroom, when I was alone and reading. Falling 
not on, but amongst and within the papers, the fire 
would soon have been ahead of conflict; and, by com- 
municating with the slight woodwork and draperies 
of the bed, it would have immediately enveloped the 
laths of a ceiling overhead, and thus the house, far 
from fire-engines, would have been burned down in 
half-an-hour. My attention was first drawn by a 
sudden light upon my book: and the whole difference 
between a total destruction of the premises and a 
trivial loss (from books charred) of five guineas was 
due to a large Spanish cloak. I'his, thrown over, and 
then drawn down tightly, by the aid of one sole per- 
son, somewhat agitated, but retaining her presence of 
mind, effectually extinguished the fire. Amongst the 
papers burned partially, but not so burned as to be 
absolutely irretrievable, was the ‘Daughter of Leb- 
anon’; and this I have printed, and have intentionallv 
placed It at the end, as appropriately closing a record 
m which the case of poor Ann the Outcast formed not 
on y the most memorable and the most suggestivelv 
patiictic incident, but also that which, more than anv 
other coloured— or (more truly I should sav) shaped, 
moulded and remoulded, composed and decomposed 
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—the great body of opium dreams. The search after 
the lost features of Ann, which I spoke of as pursued 
in the crowds of London, was in a more proper sense 
pursued through many a year in dreams. The general 
idea of a search and a chase reproduced itself m many 
shapes. The person, the rank, the age, the scemcal 
position, all varied themselves for ever; but the same 
leading traits more or less faintly remained of a lost 
Pariah woman, and of some shadowy malice which 
withdrew her, or attempted to withdraw her, from 
restoration and from hope. Such is the explanation 
which I offer why that particular addition which 
some of my friends had been authorised to look lor 
has not in the main been given, nor for the present 
could be given ; and, secondly, why that part which u 
given has been placed in the conspicuous situation (as 
a closing passage) which it now occupies. 

November 1856 



PART I 

T HAVE often been asked how it was, ana tnrouen 
1 what series of steps, that I became opium-eater 
Was it gradually, tentatively, mistrustmgly, ^ one 
goes down a shelving beach into a deepening sea 
Ld with a knowledge from the first of the dan^e^ 

iLt whilst seeming to defy them? Or was it 
in pure ignorance of such dangers, un , „„gs 
leadings of mercenary fraud? since oh'^titimes lozenge 
for the relief of pulmonary affections found their 
efficacy upon the opium which ‘hey contain -upon 
this, and this only, though clamorously di 

suspicious an alliance, and Hmendency 

disguises multitudes are seduced into ^ dependen Y 

which they had not foreseen upon a drug ^ Y 

had not known; not known even ^ abiect 
and thus the case is not rare that the chain o^ 

slavery is first detected when it has 

itself about the constitutional sys em. . . j 

lastly, was it (Yes, by P^^’c^jhed)— wL it on a 

answer, before the dedved from bodily 

sudden, overmastering impu d 

anguish? Loudly I ’ lumny. Simply as 

nantly-as in answer to a wilful calum y^.^^ 

an anodyne it was, under the rne . pre- 

the severest, that I first resorte to o 

cisely that same torment it is, or ^ake acquain- 

torment, which drives most Such was the 

tance with that same insidious ,^^;fhout blame it 

lix., .«ch b, acciden., M'"- I had 
might have been otherwise. It m ear y r ^ 
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fully understood the subtle powers lodged in this 
mighty drug (when judiciously regulated), (i) to 
tranquillise all irritations of the ner\'ous system; (2) 
to stimulate the capacities of enjoyment; and (3) un- 
der any call for extraordinary exertion (such as all 
men meet at times) to sustain through twenty-four 
consecutive hours the else drooping animal energies 
— most certainly, knowing or suspecting all this, I 
should have inaugurated my opium career in the 
character of one seeking extra power and enjoyment, 
rather than of one shrinking from extra torment. And 
why not? If that argued any fault, is it r^t a fault that 
most of us commit every day with regard to alcohol? 
Are we entitled to use that only as a medicine? Is wine 
unlawful, except as an anodyne? I hope not: else I 
shall be obliged to counterfeit and to plead some 
anomalous tic in my little finger; and thus gradually, 
asinany Ovidian metamorphosis, I, that am at present 
a truth-loving man, shall change by daily inches into 
a dissembler. No: the whole race of man proclaim 
it lawful to drink wine without pleading a medical 
certificate as a qualification. *lhat same license ex- 
tends itself therefore to the use of opium; what a man 
may lawfully seek in wine surely he may lawfully find 
in opiunri; and much more so in those many cases (of 
which mine happens to be one) where opium deranges 
the animal economy less by a great deal than an 
equivalent quantity of alcohol. C'olcridgc, therefore, 
was doubly in error when he allowed himself to aim 
most unfriendly blows at my suppe^sed voluptuousness 
in the use of opium; in error as to a principle, and in 
error as to a iact. A letter of his, which I will hope 
Uiat he did not design to have published, but which, 
however, has been published, points the attention of 
IS correspondent to a broad distinction separating 
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my case as an opium-eater from his own. He, it seems, 
had fallen excusably (because unavoidably) into this 
habit of eating opium— as the one sole therapeutic 
resource available against his particular malady; but 
I, wretch that I am, being so notoriously charmed by 
fairies against pain, must have resorted to opium in 
the abominable character of an adventurous volup- 
tuary, angling in all streams for variety of pleasures. 
Coleridge is wrong to the whole extent of what was 
possible; wrong in his fact, wrong in his doctrine; in 
his little fact, and his big doctrine. I did not do the 
thing which he charges upon me; and, if I had done 
it, this would not convict me as a citizen of Sybaris or 
Daphne. There never was a distinction more ground- 
less and visionary than that which it has pleased him 
to draw between my motives and his own; nor could 
Coleridge have possibly owed this mis-statement to 
any false information; since no man surely, on a ques- 
tion of my own private experience, could have pre- 
tended to be better informed than myself. Or, if there 
really is such a person, perhaps he will not think it 
too much trouble to re-write these Confessions from 
first to last, correcting their innumerable faults; and, 
as it happens that some parts of the unpublished sec- 
tions for the present are missing, would he kindly 
restore them — brightening the colours that may have 
faded, rekindling the inspiration that may have 
drooped; filling up all those chasms which else are 
likely to remain as permanent disfigurations of my 
little work? Meantime the reader who takes any 
interest in such a question will find that I mysell 
(upon such a theme not simply the best, but surely 
the sole authority) have, without a shadow of varia- 
tion, always given a different account of the matter. 
Most truly I have told the reader that not any search 
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after pleasure, but mere extremity of pain from 
rheumatic toothache — this and nothing else it was 
that first drove me into the use of opium. Coleridge’s 
bodily afniction was simple rheumatism. Mine, which 
intermittingly raged for ten years, was rheumatism 
in the face combined with toothache. This I had in- 
herited from my father; or inherited (I should rather 
say) from my own desperate ignorance; since a trifling 
dose of colocyntli, or of any similar medicine, taken 
ilirce times a-wcek, would more certainly than opium 
have delivered me from that terrilic curse.* In this 
ignorance, however, which misled me into making 
\var upon toothache when ripenetl and manifesting 
itself in eflccts of pain, rather than upon its germs and 


'I hot terrific curse ': — Two things hlnnt tlic general sense 
of horror which wouhi die connect itself with toothache: viz, 
first, its enormous dilTusion; hardly a household in Europe 
heing dear of it, each in turn having some one chamber inter- 
nuttingly echoing the groans extorted by this cruel torture. 

I here viz. in its ubiv|uity— lies one cause of its slight valua- 
^^‘cond cause is found in its immunity from danger, 
his latter ground of undervaluation is noticed in a saying 
ascribed (hut on wliat authority I know not) to Sir IMulip 
Sidney— VIZ. that, supposing toothache liable in ever so small a 
t'roportion of its cases to a fatal issue, it would be genendiv 
ranked as the most dreadlul amongst human maladies; whereas 
the certainty that it wdl in no extremity lead to death, and the 
knowledge that ,n the very nddst of its storms sudden changes 
imy he Kioked for bringing long halcyon calms, have an unfair 
dket m lowering the appreciation of this maladv considered 
as a trial of fortitude and patience. No stronger expression of 
ts ntais.ty and scorching fierceness can be imagined than this 

sufT. J I ; D " r-' *"o persons who had 

I l e f^rn and cancer liave pronounced 

n\t no- call ‘lanci- 

■It mg pangs— keen, glancing, arrowv radiations of anguish- 

and upon ti.esc the basis of comparison was rested-pa oxysm 

against paroxysm-w.th the result that 1 have stated 



gathering causes, I did but follow the rest of the world. 
To intercept the evil whilst yet in elementary stages of 
formation was the true policy; whereas I in my blind- 
ness sought only for some mitigation to the evil when 
already formed, and past all reach of interception. In 
this stage of the suffering, formed and perfect, I was 
thrown passively upon chance advice, and there- 
fore, by a natural consequence, upon opium that 
being the one sole anodyne that is almost notoriously 
such, and which in that great function is universally 

appreciated. 

Coleridge, therefore, and myself, as regards our 
baptismal initiation into the use of that mighty drug, 
occupy the very same position. We are embarked in 
the self-same boat; nor is it within the compass even 
of angelic hair-splitting to show that the dark shadow 
thrown by our several trespasses in this field, naine 
and his, had by so much as a pin’s point any assign- 
able difference. Trespass against trespass (if any tres- 
pass there were) — shadow against shadow (if any 
shadow were really thrown by this trespass over the 
snowy disk of pure ascetic morality) — in any case, 
that act in either of us would read into the same mean- 
ing, would count up as a debt into the same value, 
would measure as a delinquency into the same bur en 
of responsibility. And vainly, indeed, does Coleri ge 
attempt to differentiate two cases which ran into 
absolute identity, differing only as rheumatism i ers 
from toothache. Amongst the admirers of Coleridge, 
I at all times stood in the foremost rank ; and t e more 
was my astonishment at being summoned so o ten to 
witness his carelessness in the management o contro 
versial questions, and his demoniac inaccuracy ^ ^ 
statement of facts. The more also was my sense o 
Coleridge’s wanton injustice in relation to myse 
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individually. Coleridge's gross misstatement of facts, 
in regard to our several opium experiences, had its 
origin, sometimes in flighty reading, sometimes in 
partial and incoherent reading, sometimes in subse- 
quent forgetfulness: and any one of these lax habits 
(it will occur to the reader) is a venial infirmity. 
Certainly it is; but surely not venial when it is allowed 


to operate disadvanlageously upon the character for 
self-control of a brother, who had never spoken of him 
but in the spirit of enthusiastic admiration; of that 
admiration which his exquisite works so amply chal- 
lenge. Imagine the ease that I reallv had done some- 
thing wrong, still it would have been ungenerous— 
me it would have saddened, I confess, to see Coleridge 
rushing forward with a public denunciation of my 
(ault:— ‘Know all men by these presents that I, 
I. C.y a noliceable man ivith laroe ^rey neSy' am a 
licensed opium-eater, whereas this other' man is a 
buccaneer, a pirate, a flibustier,^ and can have none 
but a forged licence in his disreputable pocket. In the 
name ol \ „(ue, arrest him!’ Hut the truth is, that 
inaeairaey as to facts and citations from books was 
in Coleridge a mere necessity of nature. Not three 
( ays ago, in reading a short comment of the late 
Arche cacon Hare CGue^scs at Trutl,’) upon a bold 
speculation of Coleridge’s (utterly baseless) with re- 

»r - - -stir -IS 

Cuhi K... ff with a view to the special case of 

uncfcrsi'd "o be ; o S ""T "“V’ >' 

word /n:booter. ^ corruption of the English 
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sped to the machinery of Etonian Latin verses, I found 

my old feelings upon this subject refreshed by an in- 
stance that is irresistibly comic, since everything that 
Coleridge had relied upon as a citation from a book in 
support of his own hypothesis turns out to be a pure 
fabrication of his own dreams; though, doubtless 
(which indeed it is that constitutes the characteristic 
interest of the case), without a suspicion on his part 
of his own furious romancing. The archdeacon s 
good-natured smile upon that Etonian case naturally 
reminded me of the case now before us, with regard 
to the history of our separate careers as opium-eaters. 
Upon which case I need say no more, as by this 
time the reader is aware that Coleridge s entire ® ^ ® 
ment upon that subject is perfect moonshine, and, 
like the sculptured imagery of the pendulous lamp 

‘Christabel’, 

‘All carved from the carver’s brain.’ 


This case, therefore, might now be “unt 
disposed of; and what sport it ^ould yield g 

reasonably be thought exhausted. ’ r 

consideration, another and much d^per oversight o^ 
Coleridge’s becomes apparent ; and, as this 
itself wfth an aspect of the case that “ s ‘he 
foundation to the whole of these ensuing Confos. 
it cannot altogether be neglected. ny 

reader, after a few ^ the ’Su'al ouasion of 

that, whatever may have been t ^nnld not 

Coler-dge'. -P'-- J/; 

have been the permanent grou .1 k anv 

because neither rheumatism intermitting 

abiding affection of the system. for a 

maladies, and not at all capab e o^a«^ j^onths are 
permanent habit of opium-eating. 



requisite to found that. Making allowance for consti- 
tutional difTcrences, I should say that in less than 120 
days no habit of opium-eating could be formed strong 
enough to call for any extraordinary self-conquest in 
renouncing it, and even suddenly renouncing it. On 
Saturday you arc an opium-eater, on Sunday no 
longer such. What then was it, after all, that made 
Coleridge a slave to opium, and a slave that could not 
break his chain? He fancies, in his headlong careless- 
ness, that he has accounted for this habit and this 
slavery; and in the meantime he has accounted for 
nothing at all about which any question has arisen. 
Rheumatism, he says, drove him to opium. \’cr>' well; 
but with proper medical treatment the rheumatism 
would soon have ceased; or even without medical 
treatment, under the ordinary oscillations of natural 

cc:isccl then the opium 

Shoulc have ccasccl. Whydiditnot? Because Colc- 

ridge had come to taste the genial pleasure of opium; 
and thus the very impeachment which he fancied 
h.msel m some mysterious way to have evaded recoils 

attack would have retired before the habit could 
have had time to form itself. Or suppose that I 

eq"uaTlv"in habU-this tells 

L Ce in^ -'ot entitled 

o forge m my case a plea remembered in his own 

It s really niemorable in the annals of human s i : 

deceptions that Coleritlge could have hcirsu h 

language m the face of such fin. T \ r 

all of mv ^^‘''stmg not at 

onquests, and owning no moral arim 

;;;-.it..once.andb”^:;:^.;:;::-tt;i:e:::Ss 

tnodcs of transcendcntsulTcring. Coleridge, profe^i.';^ 


to believe (without reason assigned) that opium-eating 
is criminal, and in some mysterious sense more cnmtna 

thanwine-drinkingorporter-drinking, -having, there- 

fore, the strongest moral motive for abstaining rom i , 
—yet suffers himself to fall into a captivity to this same 
wicked opium, deadlier than was ever heard of, and 
under no coercion whatever that he has anywhere 
explained to us. A slave he was to this potent drug 
not less abject than Caliban to Prospero-his detested 
and yet despotic master. Like Caliban, he 
very heart-strings against the rivets of his chain. S , 
at intervals through the gloomy vigils of his prison^ 
you hear muttered growls of impotent mutineenn, 

swelling upon the breeze: 


‘Irasque leonum 
Vincla recusantum’ ■ 

recusanlum, it is true, still refusing yet still 
protesting for ever against the fierce, overm j 

Lb-chafn, yet for ever submitting to receive t mto 

the mouth. It is notorious that in Bristol 
speak myself, but probably in many ot P 

went so far as to hire men— porters, hac y 
men, and others— to oppose by force is en r 

any druggist’s shop. But, as the authon y i, 

him was derived simply from himself, 

poor men found themselves m a metap >si > 

provided for even by "^^‘^^^^ /^^^J^^pyj-ruciatino- 
prince of Jesuitical casuists. And in t • — 

dilemma would occur such scenes as e ^p. 

‘Oh, sir,’ would plead the supphant porter^ 

pliant, yet semi-imperative (for equa y » 

if he did show fight, the poor man s da^ 5 
seemed endangered)-;really you must not , consi 

sir, your wife and 
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Transcendental PhilosoJd,er.~‘Wik'. what wife? I 
have no wife.’* 

Porter.—^ hut, really now, you must not, sir. Didn’t 
you say no Ioniser ago than yesterday ’ 

Transcend. Philos.— pooh! yesterday is a lone 

time ago. Are you aware, my man, that people are 

Knovv^ to have dropped down dead for timely want 
ot opium? 

Porter.—' Ay, but you tcll’t me not to hearken ’ 

ramcend. /'/n/oj.— ‘Oil, nonsense ! An emerttency, 
a shocking erncrgcncy, has arisen-quitc unlookcd for 
No rnatlcr what I told you in times long past. That 
.h,cU ,e,| i, ,Lo.. ,!:« 

vouTr r 7 ? "" “faction against 

>ou lor assault and battery.* ° 

Am I the man to reproaeh Coleridge with this 
"a lage to opium ? Heaven forbid ! Having groaned 

rious effort of self rn under any merito- 

pretend t^- £ i ^ort do I 

ing me not’to trinr^^^ d Pt“'^*<'utial instinct warn- 
tion and LIpnoct T °‘'^°o^ola. 
uneasiness what might' even'many"''''" "’"mcntar>- 

of all-shatterinc hurr.vr i ' ‘ “'o ™tlst 

action. \H'rtlas " h T’, ' " ■•««- 

opium-eater^ That ilTe't ' fcajity make me an 

i-'to the /.abitnal of opiZ, wl«!\I"ri't'l’ p"' ' 

t > "Ucu was It,'' Pam was 
J ide 'Othello.* 
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it? No, but misery. Casual overcasting of sumhme 
was it? No, but blank desolation. Gloom vvas it ha 
might have departed? No, but settled and abiding 

darkness — 

‘Total eclipse, 

Without all hope of day!’* 

Yet whence derived? Caused by what? Ca'tse^^ 

I might truly plead, by youthful distresses m London, 

were it not that these distresses were 

ultimate origin, to my own J.’ iful 

to that folly I trace many ruins. Oh, spirit of merciful 

interpretation, angel of forgiveness to you 

aberrations, that hearkenest for ever as f to 

sweet choir of far-off female 

choir that intercede-wilt thou, angel 

join together, and charm away that migh > p ^ 

born amidst the gathering mists of remo se, wh c^ 

strides after me in pursuit from 

towering for ever into proportions ntore and m^ore 

colossal, overhanging and overs a 

if close behind, yet dating its nativi y ^ heavens ! 

are fled by more 

that it should be possible for a jng to a 

years old, by a momentary j heart, by 

false, false whisper from or that’ to 

one erring step, by a motio „oiIon the foun- 

change the currents of his ^ r an eye to lay 

tains ofhis peace, and in the twin ' " . ygt, alas! 

the foundations of a life-long one 

I must abide by the realities ° ^ ^ If.reproaches 

,„i„g i. de.,.-.ha., ““ SS of my 

as are now extorted from me y Q^gofweav- 

•recollections, it cannot be ^ ^ blame, that I 
ing plausible excuses, or of evadin„ 

I ‘Samson Agonistes. 
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trace the origin of my confirmed opium-eating to a 

n es.ty growing out of my early sufferings fn the 
re-agency of th"' 

aSTbl'cSr .“hf” »le r™c,lv 

ce'r a^J S,'"" ' 

miacal.lc eacc»™ l?,’™™ “ '’■"™ ‘"o 

=rb™::r 

calls for excuse. I repeat agninT'V'^*'^'^ nothing that 
application of opium, u ill, ‘ 

powers to the mitigation nf - i traiiquillising 

London hardships iswlnf my 

but that c.ua^ rcasonablv calls forso.Tou" 

poJ~ ,rcXlu?iL“ ” 3” '■> 

p-":.arra,r;;;;,rrr ' 

pensahic as a key to U.e o'- ' ‘’'^‘'“'nc inclis- 

which lollous. F„, „, ,i,esc7'" ‘"’'‘‘ ‘^'•'''“•'nK of all 
- found the entire sut" 

■aye. and n„d„|,.i„j "Pa'ba. «l,l. .he- 
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dreams and dream-sceneries which were «dity 
the true objects-first and last-contemplated m 

Confessions. 

My father died when I was in my seventh year 
leaving six children, including myself (viz. four so 
and two daughters), to the care of four guajcham- ^ 
of our motLr, who was invested with the leg 
authority of a guardian. This kindles 

a fiery thrilling in my nerves ; so much was P 

power of guardianship, as wielded y one o 
Lncerned in the sole capital error of my boyhood 

To this error my own folly of 

equal, unless by concurrence with the ob y 

others. From the bitter remembrance of 

myself-of this obstinacy in my hostile S^Zt’s 

suffer me to draw the privilege of making 

pause upon this subject of legal guar under 

There is not (I believe) in human ^oc unto 

whatever form of civilisation, any trus 

duty which has more often been negligen y 

perfidiously administered. In ‘re a^s 

Greece and Rome, my own ‘ P i 

founded on the collation of many incidental to c , 
is-that this, beyond all other forms of 
authority, furnished to ® of father 

tion their very amplest arena, i ,oc <Tpnerally, 

and son, as was that of patron and ® fidelity: 

in the practice of life, cherished with reU rdian) 

whereas the solemn duties of the tutor (t- ■ ^^gin in 

to his ward, which had their • j^d though 

the tenderest adjurations of a dying fnend, g 

to the technical word 
attached by artists and connoisseur movements in 

motivo, applied to pictures, or to t e 
a musical theme. 
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subsequently rclrcsl.ed by the hourly spectacle of 
e picss orphanage playing round the margins of pit 

p wer. 1 cw indeed, if any, were the obligations in a 
P oper sense ^oral which pressed upon tL Toman 

by laT or r'*""' had in Rome,' 

of divorce, and throimh th/. lacility 

facility (vi/ Icvitv in'^rl ™'«fq'>enccs of that 

aclherfng to ’the cTicel 

sclfishnel that it cot Icf^'r 

•om model o 1^00^ y ThT'f^ "r'' 

wife had, for aU mTl ' ^ ^nd 

the Romans. The rclatlTorf'd"^’ ‘"tmongst 

under the fierce prSure " """, ^ 

forcements. Thc^dutics of ' "‘cl'ctive cn- 

stood upon no basis of ' patron 

hdelity (corresponding to d'l'e feudal 7 

a basis of prudential terror - terror f ’ 

or from social opinion, from h 7 l 

of law with the movement of the 1 "l' "''"'"^''hlhng 
tions, there is an end to fro i higher moral afl'ec- 

Accordinjly, ,i„. l',,,,,,. „f ,i' 

period, and in the China of ll ^'''''''''olutionary 

with baleful elTccts to the nat o T’ ‘’-n 

law has come in aid of the pate'i'"^ "'orals that positive 
Rome of ancient history it m f 'ho 

original and rudimentaf wm ""o 

ciom of human affections had fh °'fr 
mg thenceforward all cotiscientio,^ °‘^^'^‘h'Snish- 
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more highly principled than the Greeks, if you except 
ebullitions of public spirit and patriotism (too often 
of mere ignoble nationality), no class of actions stood 
upon any higher basis of motive than { i ) legal ordi- 
nance, (2) superstitious fear, or (3) servile compliance 
with the insolent exactions of popular usage. Strange, 
therefore, it would have been if the tutor of obscure 
orphans, with extra temptations, and facilities or 
indulging them, should have shown himself more 
faithful to his’ trust than the governor of provinces— 
praetorian or proconsular. Yet who more treacherous 
and rapacious than he? Rarest of men was the up 
right governor that accepted no bribes from the 
criminal, and extorted no ransoms from ‘ 

He nevertheless, as a public trustee, was watched by 
the jealousy of political competitors, and a > 
possibility a solemn audit to face in the senate or m 
the forum; perhaps in both. But the tutor, who ad- 
ministered a private trust on behalf of orphans, mig t 
count on the certainty that no public attention cou 
ever be attracted to concerns so obscure, an po » i 

cally so uninteresting. Reasonably, therefore, an y 

all analogy, a Roman must have regarded ^ 

nary domestic tutor as almost inevitably a secret e in 
quent using the opportunities and privileges o 
office as mere instruments for working spo . 

ruin upon the inheritance confided to his care, 
deadly and besetting evil of Pagan days m us 
deepened a hundredfold the glooms over angm 
death-beds of parents. Too often the ymg 
could not fail to read in his own 

that, whilst seeking special protection for ^ ’ 

he might himself be introducing . 1 u*— 

separate and imminent danger. Leaving 

a little household of infants, a little fleet (as i 
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"be represented) of fairy pinnaces, just raising their 
anchors in preparation for crossing the mighty deeps 
of life, he made signals for ‘convoy’. Some one or two 
(at best imperfectly known to him), amongst those 
who traversed the same seas, he accepted in that 
character; but doubtfully, sorrowfully, fearfully; and, 
at the verv moment when the faces of his children 
were disappearing amongst the vapours of death, the 
miserable thought would cross his prophetic soul that 
too probably this ])rctcndcd ‘convoy’, uhder tl^e strong 
temptations of the case, might eventually become 
pirates; robbers, at the least; and by possibility wilful 
misleaders to the inexperience of his children. 

From this dreadful aggravation of the anguish at 
any rate besetting the death-beds of parents sum- 
moned away from a group of infant children, there 
has been a mighty deliverance wrought in a course of 
centuries by the vast difTusion of Christianity. In 
these days, wheresoever an atmosphere is breathed 
that lias been purified by Christian charities and 
C hristian principles, this liouschold pestilence has 
been continually dwindling: and in the England of 
this generation there is no class of peculation which 
we so seldom hear of: one proof of which is found in 
the indiilercnce with which most of us regard the 
absolute security oiTered to children by the Court of 
Chancery. My father, therciore, ;is regarded the 
ciuict of his dying hours, benefited by the felicity of 
his times and his country. 1 Ic made the best selection 
lor the future guardianship of his six children that his 
opportunities allowed; from his circle of intimate 
friends, he selected the four who stood highest in his 
estimation for honour and practical wisdom; which 
done, and relying for the redressing of any harsh 
tendencies in male guardians upon the discretional 

ib 


power lodged in my mother, thenceforth he rested 

from his anxieties. Not one of these lans 

justified his choice so far as honour and integrity were 
concerned. Yet, after all, there is a limit (and sooner 
reached perhaps in England than in other divisiom 
of Christendom) to the good that can be achieve i 

such cases by prospective wisdom. For we, in ng , 

more absolutely than can be asserte o any ° 

nation, are not fainians: rich and poor, a ^ 
something to do. To Italy it is that we mus look for 

a peasantry idle through two-thirds of their “^e^ 
Spain it is that we must look for an 
calif degraded under the ignoble training of "" 
and priests, and for princes (such as Ferdmand V M 
that make it the glory of their lives to have em^ 
broidered a petticoat. Amongst ourselves "f 

rent generation, whilst those functions o ,• 5 

may be surely counted on which presume oonsoont ou^ 

loyalty to the interests of their wards, on 

hand all which presume continued vigi anc 

vision from afar are, in simple trut , J 

chosen by my father, had they been the 

the most energetic of Secret wishes, 

ceivable emergencies have fulfilled 

Of the four men, one was a mere an 

narrow sense of Scotland, derived original y 


* It is asserted by travellers— Englis , ’order of the 

alike— that the ducal order in Spam (a 

Spanish peerage most carefully ^cioline of a popular 

tucky would call the rotigh-and-tuinol bodily develop- 

education) exhibit in their very persons j^abits operating 
mem undisguised evidences of satisfactory to know 

through many generations. It woul truth unbiassed 

the unexaggerated truth on this pom ’ . 
alike by national and by democratic pr J 
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France, where no class of merchant princes has ever 
existed, but in the large noble sense of England, of 
Florence, of Venice) : consequently, his extensive rela- 
tions with sea-ports and distant colonies continually 
drawing of! his attention, and even his pei'sonal pre- 
sence, from domestic aflairs, made it hopeless that he 
should even attempt more on behalf of his wards 
than slightly to watch the administration of their 
pecuniary interests. A second of our guardians was a 
rural magistrate, but in a populous district close upon 
Manchester, which even at that time was belted with 
a growing body of turbulent aliens— Welsh and Irish. 
He therefore, overwhelmed by the distractions of his 
official station, rightly perhaps conceived himself to 
have fulfilled his engagements as a guardian if he 
stood ready to come forward upon any difliculty 
arising, but else in ordinary cases devolved his func- 
tions upon those who enjoyed more leisure. In that 
category stood, beyond a doubt, a third of our guar- 
dians, the Rev. Samuel II,, who was at the time of 
my father’s death a curate at some church ^I believe) 

in Manchester or in Salford.' This gentleman repre- 
sented a class— large enough at all times bv necessity 
of human nature, but in those days far larger than at 
present— that class, I mean, who sympathise with no 


Salford .s a lar^e town legally distinijuishcd from Man- 
chester for parliamentary purposes, and divided from it 
ph Mcally by a river, but else virtually, as regards intercourse 
and rtciprocal intluence. is a quarter of Manchester; in fact 
hold.neMbe same relation to Manchester that Soutiuvark does 
to London, or if the reader insists upon having a cl.issical 
Ulustration of the case, the same relation tliat in ancient davs 
Arfios did o Mycenie. An invitation to dinner ^iven hv the 
public herald of .Ar^os could he heard to the centre of MNxomv 

n >> a gourmand, if the dinner promised to be spccialh’ 
good, in the remoter suburb, * 
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spiritual sense or spiritual capacities in 

understand by religion simply a 

ethics, leaning for support upon some great 

dimly traced in the background, and coi^emorate 

in certain great church festivals by the e/*r churches 

of Christendom; as, e.,. by the English,-vvhich does 

not stand as to age on the Reformation epoch,--by 

the Romish, and by the Greek. 
body of about 330 sermons which thus, at th 
two every Sunday, revolved through a cycle of three 
years- that period being modestly assumed as suffi- 
S’for insuring to their eloquence total oblivion. 
Possibly to a cynic some shorter cycle might have 
seemed equal to that effect, since their topics rose but 
rarely above the level of prudential ethics, and the 
style, though scholarly, was not impressive. As a 

preacher, Mr. H. was sincere, but ^ 

was a good and conscientious man; and he made a 
high valuation of the pulpit as an organ of “vdisatio 
for co-operating with books; but it 

any man starting from the low f 

industry, the danger from bad companio^ the im- 
portance of setting a good example, o'- ^e val^ 
perseverance, to pump up any peisis These 

.i,h„ in “ S Ld. 

auditors, again, were not ot a class ^ 

earnestness. There were no naughty PO°Plo 

them: most of them were rich, and Ui ctarch 

carriages: and, as a natural m 

my reverend guardian, a numb ^^e point 

build a church for him— viz. St. 1 eter s ^ 

of confluence between Mosely Stree 
projected Oxford Street, then existing only 
Fn the portfolio of a surveyor. But what connected 
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myself individually wiili Mr. H. was that two or 
three years previously I, together with one of my 
brothers (five years my senior), had been placed under 
his care for classical instruction. 1 his was done, I 
believe, in obedience to a dying injunction of my 
father, who had a just esteem for Mr. S. H. as an 
upright man, but apparently too exalted an opinion 
of his scholarship: for he was but an indill'erent 
Grecian. In whatever way the appointment arose, so 
it was that this gentleman, previously tutor in the 
Roman sense to all of us, now became to my brother 
and myself tutor also in the common English sense. 
From the age of eight, up to eleven and a-half, the 
character and intellectual attainments of Mr. II. were 
therefore influentially important to myself in the 
development of my powei's, such as they were. Even 
his 330 sermons, which rolled overhead with sucli 
slender effect upon his general congregation, to me 
became a real instrument of improvement. One-half 
of these, indeed, were all that I heard; for, as my 
father’s house (Greenhay) stood at this time in the 
country, Manchester not liaving yet overtaken it, 
the distance obliged us to go in a carriage, and only to 
the morning service; but every sermon in this morning 
course was propounded to me as a textual basis upon 
which I was to raise a mimic duplicate — sometimes 
a pure miniature abstract — somctin\cs a rhetorical 
expansion, but preserving as much as possible of the 
original language, and also (which puzzled me pain- 
fully) preserving the exact succession of the thoughts; 
which might be easy wltere they stood in some de- 
pendency upon each other, as, for instance, in the 
development of an argument, but in arbitrary or 
chance arrangements was often as trying to my powers 
as any feat of rope-dancing. I, thcrclorc, among tliat 
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Bowed like .oS:„L."'.orpid 

■“Sr ?uT .hi. .noovanee - "-.J “ 

ro«7d-r f-v.ch, 

paLtra of intellectual been the 

to my childish weakness t an -pavlor In these 
sermons of Isaac Barrow d;zzled my 

last the gorgeous “"^Sety ^ou 
feeble vision, and in both the g g 

• ’ Oritrinallv at churches which 

. -T/iat whole consideration of my 

tender age, the demands levie up ^ have been 

lighter. Two or three * Peter’s had been finished, 

nearingmytenthyear, an w e indispensable 

occurred the opening, and edifice by the bishop of 

pre-condition) the consecration o incumbent, was 

the diocese (viz. Chester). , invited to the festival; and 
naturally amongst '^ose special y broadly the con- 

I remember a little incident w * * England from the 

flict of feelings inherited by the Ch architecture of 

Puritans of the seventeenth . enrichments, inside 

the church was Grecian; and cc florid nor obtrusive. But 

or outside, were few enough, nei breaking the 

in the centre of the . face there was moulded. 

monotony of so large a blank w 1 shield charged with a 

in plaster-of-Paris, a I^ge ta e _ ^vhen we were all 

cornucopia of fruits and flowers. -ector churchwardens, 

assembled in the vestry ere arose a deep buzz 

architect, and trains of depen an ^^.^eulate expression of 

of anxiety, which soon bimself bound, like the horrid 

fear, that the bishop would think averruncattoji 

eikonoclasts of 1645, to issue is pearfully did we all tread 
to the simple decoration overhea . j-eJate. Earnestly my 

the little aisles in the it courtesy, or doubt- 

lord looked upwards; but finally . passed on. 

fulness as to his ground, or approbation n P 
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have crushed my efforts at apprehension. I drew, in 
fact, the deepest benefits from this weekly exercise. 
Perhaps, also, in theend it ripened into a great advan- 
tage for me, though long and bitterly I complained of 
it, that I was not allowed to use a pencil in taking 
notes: all was to be charged upon the memory. But 
it is notorious that the memory strengthens as you lay 
burdens upon it, and becomes trustworthy as you 
trust it. So that, in my third year of practice, I found 
my abstracting and condensing powers sensibly en- 
larged. My guardian was gradually better satisfied: 
lor unfortunately (and in the beginning it teas un- 
fortunate) always one witness could be summoned 
apinst me upon any impeachment of my fidelity — 
viz. the sermon itself; since, though lurking amongst 
the 330, the wretch was easily forked out. But these 
appeals grew fewer; and my guardian, as I have said, 
was continually better satisfied. Meantime, might not 
I be continually less satisfied with him and his 330 
sermons? Not at all. Loving and trusting, without 
doubt or reserve, and with the deepest principles of 
veneration rooted in my nature, I never, upon meet- 
ing someiliing more impressive than the average com- 
ple.xion of my guardian's discourses, for one moment 
thought of him as worse or feebler than others, but 
simply as dinercnt ; and no more (luarrelled with him 
or his characteristic languor than with a green riband 
lor not being blue. By mere accident, I one dav heard 
(juoted a couplet which seemed to me sublime. It 
described a preacher such as sometimes arisc's in difLi- 
I ult times, or m fermenting times,— a son of thunder, 
that looks all enemies in the face, and volunteers a 
defiance even when it would have been easv to evade 
It. he lines were written by Richard Baxter-who 
battled often with self-created storms from the fii^t 


dawn of the Parliamentary War in 1642, 

pe^d of Cromwell (to whom he was personally 

odious), and, finally, through the trying of the 

second Oh.de. .’’e.e’:. 

orator, he was perhaps t 

teenth century-^he Leuconomos of 

it is that he describes the impassioned character 

own preaching — • 

‘I preached, as never sure to preach again, 

(Even that was telling ; but then followed this thunder- 

peal) . , 

‘And as a dying man to dying men. 

Thi. couple., which secned .0 me ““gj 

and for splendour like molten g , Church 

aspect of the Catholic Church ; revealed it as a Churc 

militant and crusading. positive 

Not even thus, however did I ^scry a^yj^^ 

imperfection in my guardia . p iter’s century, 
faUen upon different generations. Baxter ^ 

from first to last, was revolutionary^ ^ong th^ 

course of that seventeenth century g ^ P 
of representative government an . , conflict 

science* were passing throug t e a 

and fiery trial. Now again m y 

close of the eighteenth century, crucible — 

elements of social life were thrown *” of ourselves. 

but on behalf of our neighbours, no § j pleader. 

No longer, therefore, was invoked the heroi p 

> ‘The rights of With 'toleration he 

know that Baxter did not sy^P^ '-minded him that the want 
called ‘soul-murder’. And, if you , grievance, he replied, 

of this toleration had been his own c j right; 

‘Ah. but the cases were very ditte 

whereas the vast majority of . . wrong.’ 

newfangled toleration are shockingly m the w 
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ready for martyrdom, — preaching, therefore, ‘as 
never sure to preach again’; and I no more made it a 
defect in my guardian that he wanted energies for 
combadng evils now forgotten than that he had not 
m patriotic fervour leaped into a gulf, like the fabulous 
Roman martyr, Curtius, or in zeal for liberty had 
not mounted a scalfold, like the real English martyr, 
Algernon Sidney. Every Sunday, duly as it revolved, 
brought with It this cruel anxiety. On Saturday night, 
under sad anticipation, on Sunday night, under sadder 
experimental knowledge, of my trying task, I slept ill : 
my pillow was stuffed with thorns; and until Monday 
tnorning s inspection and armilmtrmm had dismissed 
me from parade to ‘stand at ease,* verily I felt like a 
take steward summoned to some killing audit Then 
s^pose Monday to be invaded by some horrible 
ntruder,— visitor perhaps from a band of my guar- 
dian s poor relations, that in some undiscovered nook 
of Lancashire seemed in fancy to blacken all the fields 

Z table ol ‘>«"n for weeks at 

hosnha hv ^ n°ble 

them to be saddened by a faint welcome. In such 

cnTofr/trS 

yca"rs-!h7t •'"r'"'’ “^-half 

birth I ^ '»'• eleventh 

bir h-day-my guardian and I ^vent on eordia Iv Te 

-f" F’; 

tl^rough with contemptuous ease. ^To the very \^t\ 
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found no ease at all in this weekly task, which never 
ceased to be ‘a thorn in the flesh’: and I believe that 
my guardian, like many of the grim Pagan divinities, 
inhaled a flavour of fragrant incense from the fretting 
and stinging of anxiety which, as it were some holy 
vestal fire, he kept alive by this periodic exaction. It 
gave him pleasure that he could reach me in the very 
recesses of my dreams, where even a Pariah might look 
for rest; so that the Sunday, which to man, and even 
to the brutes within his gates, offered an inteival of 
rest, for me was signalised as a day of martyrdom. Yet 
in this, after all, it is possible that he did me a service: 
for my constitutional infirmity of mind ran but too 
determinately towards the sleep of endless reverie, 
and of dreamy abstraction from life and its reahti^. 

Whether serviceable or not, however, the connexion 
between my guardian and myself was now drawing to 
its close. Some months after my eleventh birth-day, 
Greenhay* was sold, and my mother’s establishment 
—both children and servants— was translated to Bath : 
only that for a few months I and one brother were still 
left under the care of Mr. Samuel H.; so far, that is, 
as regarded our education. Else, as regarded the 
luxurious comforts of a thoroughly English home, we 
became the guests, by special invitation, of a young 
married couple in Manchester— viz. Mr. and Mrs. 
K . This incident, though otherwise without re- 

sults, I look back upon with feelings inexpressibly pro- 
found, as a jewelly parenthesis of pathetic 
—such as emerges but once in any man’s life. Mr. K. 

* *Greenhay*'—k country-house built by my ^ 

the time of its foundation (say in i79t or i??^) 
the last outskirts of Manchester by an 
and for many a year, overtaken by the hasty 
great city, and long since (1 presume) absorbed into its 

mighty uproar. 
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was a young and rising American merchant; by 
which I mean that he was an Englishman who ex- 
ported to the United Slates. He had married about 
tliree years previously a pretty and amiable young 
woman well educated, and endowed with singular 
c ompass of intellect. liut the distinguishing feature in 
this household was the spirit of love w'hich, under the 
Ijcnign superintendence of the mistress, diffused iuelf 
througli all its members. 


I lie late Dr. Arnold ol Rugby, amongst many novel 
ideas, which found no welcome even with his friends, 
insisted earnestly and olien upon this — viz. that a 
great danger was threatening our social svstem in 
Ureat liritain from the austere separation existing be- 
tween our educated and our working classes, and that 
a more conciliatory style of intercoiu-se between these 
two bisections of our social body must be cstablislied, 
or clsc-^a tremendous revolution. This is not the 
place to discuss so large a question; and I shall con- 
tent myself with making two remarks. 'I hc fim is 
this - that, although a change of the sort contemplated 
by Dr. Arnold might, if considered as an operative 
cause, ixjint forward to some advantages, on the other 
hand, It considered as an ejfcct, it points backward to 
a less noble constitution of society by much than we 
already enjoy. I’hosc nations whose upper classt's 
speak paternally and caressingly to the working classes, 
and to servants in particular, do so because thev speak 
liom the lofty stations of persons having civil rights to 
Il.osc who have none. Two cento, ics' back, wl.cn a 
n>.lua. y clocftai,. acUhcssccl l.is soUlic^ as ‘mv c/oWren,’ 
be clicl so because be was an irresponsible despot 
exercising uncontrolled powe« of life and death. 

rona the moment wlieii legal rights have been won 
lor the poorest cl.asses, inevitable respect on the part 
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of the higher classes extinguishes for ever the afTec- 
tionate style which belongs naturally to the state of 

pupilage or infantine bondage. 

That is my first remark: my second is this— that the 

change advocated by Dr. Arnold, whether promising 
or not, is practically impossible; or possible, I should 
say, through one sole channel — viz. that of domestic 
servitude. There only do the two classes concerned 
come hourly into contact. On that stage only they 
meet without intrusion upon each other. There on y 
is an opening for change. And a wise mistress, w io 
possesses tact enough to combine a gracious afla i ity 
with a self-respect that never slumbers nor permits 
her to descend into gossip, will secure the attachment 
of all young and impressible women. Such a mistress 

was Mrs. K . She had won the gratitude of her 

servants from the first by making the amplest pro- 
vision for their comfort; their confidence, by listening 
with patience, and counselling with prudence, an 
their respect, by refusing to intermeddle with gossip 
ing personalities always tending to slander. ^ 
extent, perhaps, most mistresses might fo 
example. But the happiness which reigned in rs. 

K ’s house at this time depended very much upon 

special causes. All the eight persons had the advantage 
of youth; and the three young female servants were 
under the spell of fascination, such as could rare y e 
counted on, from a spectacle held up hour y e or 

their eyes, — that spectacle which of ^u'-nh 

most touching to womanly sensibilities, an w 
any one of these servants might hope, wit ou p 
sumption, to realise for herself, — the spectac e, m , 
of a happy marriage union between two , 

lived in harmony so absolute with each ot 

independent of the world outside. How ten er 
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sclf-sufFicing such a union might be, they saw with 
their own eyes. The season was then mid-winter, 
which of itself draws closer all household ties. Their 
own labours, as generally in respectable English ser- 
vices, were finished for the most part by two o’clock; 
and, as the hours of evening drew nearer, when the 
master’s return might be looked for w’ithout fail, 
beautiful was the smile of anticipation upon the gentle 
features of the mistress: even more beautiful the 
reflex of that smile, half-unconscious, and half-re- 
pressed, upon the features of the sympathising hand- 
maidens. One child, a little girl of two years old, had 

then crowned the happiness of the K s. She 

naturally lent her person at all times, and apparently 
in all places at once, to the improvement of the familv 
groups. My brother and myself, who had been trained 
from infancy to the courteous treatment of servants, 
filled up a vacancy in the graduated scale of ascending 
ages, and felt in varying degrees the depths of a peace 
which we could not adequately undei-stand or appre- 
ciate. Bad tempers there were none amongst us: nor 
any opening for personal jealousies; nor, through the 
privilege of our coniinon youth, either angry recollec- 
tions breathing from the past, or fretting anxieties 
gathering from the future. The spirit of hope and the 
spirit ofpeaec (so it seemed to me, when looking b.ack 
upon this profound calm) had, lor their own enjoy- 
ment, united in a sisterly league to blow a solitary 
bubble of visionary happiness— and to sequester from 
the unresting hurricanes of life one solitarv househohl 
of eight persons within a four months’ lull, .as if within 
some Arabian tent on some untrodden wilderness, 
withdrawn from human intrusion, or even from know - 
ledge, by worlds of mist and vaimur. 

How deep was that lull! and yet, as in a human 
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atmosphere, how frail! Did the visionary bubble 
burst It once? Not so: but silently and by measured 

steps, like a dissolving palace of snow, ^ 

the superb expression of Shakspere, minted by him- 
self, and drawn from his own aerial fancy, like a clou 
it ‘dislimned ' ; lost its lineaments by stealthy steps^ A - 
ready the word ‘parting’ (for myself and my brother 
were under summons for Bath) hoisted the first signal 
for breaking up. Next, and not very long ^fterwarc s 
came a mixed signal : alternate wor^ of joy ^nd gue^ 
-marriage and death severed the sisterly union 
amongst the young female servants. Then, thirdly, 
but many years later, vanished from earth ^nd from 
peace the deepest that can support itself on eart , 
summoned to a far deeper peace, the mistress of the 
household herself, together with her first-born child 
Some years later, perhaps twenty from this ““S, as 
stood sheltering myself from ram in a shop within the 
most public street of Manchester, the master of the 
establishment drew my attention to a gent eman on 
the opposite side of the street-roaming atong m a 
reckl^s style of movement, and apparently insensible 
the notiL which he attracted. ‘That,’ said the master 
of the shop, ‘was once a leading merchant in ou 

town; but he met with great 

ments. There was no impeachment of his >nteg y, 

or (as I believe) of his discretion. But, 

commercial calamities, and deaths in his f^mi N- ^ 

lost all hope ; and you see what sort of 

is that he seeks’— meaning to say Jat h 

walking argued intoxication. I did no 

There was a settled misery in his eye, but hmhP 

with ilst an expression of ner,cns “ 

it should increase, would make 1 . m 

burden. I never saw him again, and thought witn 
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horror of his being called in old age to face the fierce 
tragedies of life. For many reasons, I recoiled from 
forcing myself upon his notice: but I had ascertained, 
some time previously to this casual rencounter, that 
he and myself were, at that date, all that remained of 
the once joyous household. At present, and for many 
a year, I am myself the sole relic from that household 
sanctuary— sweet, solemn, profound — that concealed, 
as in some ark floating on solitary seas, eight persons, 
since called away, all except myself, one after one, to 
that rest which only could be deeper than ours was 


s, I left Manchester; and 


then. 

When I left the K — 
during the next three years I was sent to two very 
difl'erent schools: first, to a public one— viz. the Bath 
Grammar School, then and since famous for its excel- 
lence; secondly, to a private school in Wiltshire. At 
the end ol the three years, I found myself once again 
in Manchester, I was then fifteen ycai^ old, and a 
trifle more; and as it had come to the knowledge of 
Mr. G., a banker in Lincolnshire (whom hitherto I 
have omitted to notice amongst my guartlians, as the 
one too generally prevented from' interfering’ by his 
remoteness from the spot, but whom otherwise I 
sliould have recorded with honour, as by much the 
ablest amongst them) that some pecuniary atlvantagcs 
were attached to a residence at the Manchester Gram- 
mar School, whilst in other respects that school seemed 
as eligible as any other, he had counselled mv mother 
to send me thither. In fact, a three veai^' residence at 
this school obtained an annual allowance for seven 
years of nearly (if not quite) /:3o; which sum, added 
to my own patrimonial income oi' £i-,o. would have 
made up the annual I/200 oullnarilv considered the 
proper allowance for an Oxford under-graduate. No 



objection arising from any quarter, this plan was 
adopted, and soon afterwards carried into effect. 

On a day, therefore, it was in the closing autumn 
(or rather in the opening winter) of 1800 that my first 
introduction took place to the Manchester Grammar 
School. The school-room showed already in its ample 
proportions some hint of its pretensions as an en- 
dowed school, or school of that class which I believe 
peculiar to England. To this limited extent had the 
architectural sense of power been timidly and parsi- 
moniously invoked. Beyond that, nothing had been 
attempted; and the dreary expanse of white-washed 
walls, that at so small a cost might have been em- 
bellished by plaster-of-Paris friezes and large medal- 
lions, illustrating to the eye of the youthful student the 
most memorable glorifications of literature these 
were bare as the walls of a poor-house or a lazaretto, 
buildings whose functions, as thoroughly sad and 
gloomy, the mind recoils from drawing into relief by 
sculpture or painting. But this building was dedicated 
to purposes that were noble. The naked walls cla- 
moured for decoration : and how easily might tablets 
have been moulded — exhibiting (as a first homage to 
literature) Athens, with the wisdom of Athens, in the 
person of Pisistratus, concentrating the general ener- 
gies upon the revisal and the re-casting of the Iliad. 
Or (second) the Athenian captives in Sicily, within the 
fifth century B.c., as winning noble mercy for them- 
selves by some 

‘Repeated air 
Of sad Electra’s poet.’ 

Such, and so sudden, had been the oblivion of earthly 
passions wrought by the contemporary poet of Athens 
that in a moment the wrath of Sicily, with all its bil- 
lows, ran down into a heavenly calm; and he that 
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could plead for his redemption no closer relation to 
Euripides than the accident of recalling some scatter- 
ings from his divine verses suddenly found his chains 
dropping to the ground, and himself, that in the morn- 
ing had risen a despairing slave in a stone-quarry, 
translated at once as a favoured brother into a palace 
of Syracuse. Or, again, how easy to represent (third) 
the great Emathian conqueror,* that in the very 
opening of his career, whilst visiting Thebes with 
vengeance, nevertheless relented at the thought of 
literature, and 

‘Bade spare 

The Iiouse of I’indanis, when temple and tower 
W ent to the ground.’ 


Alexander might have been represented amongst the 
colonnades of some Persian capital — Ecbatana or 
Babylon, Susa or Persepohs — in the act of receiving 
Irom Greece, as a rwzzfir more awful than anything 
within the gift of the ‘barbaric East,* a jewelled casket 
containing the ‘Iliad’ and the ‘Odyssey*; creations 
that already have lived almost as long as the Pyramids. 

Puritanically bald and odious, therefore, in my eyes, 
was the hall up which my guardian and myself paced 
solemnly though not Miltonically ‘riding up to the 
. Soldan’s chair,* yet, in fact, within a more limited 
kingdom, advancing to the chair of a more absolute 


despot. This potentate was the head-master, or archi- 
(lidascahis, of the Manchester Grammar School; and 
that school was variously distinguished. It was (i) 
ancient, having in fact been fountletl by a bishop of 
Exeter in an early part ol the sixteenth century, so as 
to be now, in 1856, more than 330 years old ; (2) it was 
rich, and was annually growing richer; and (3) it was 

dignified by a beneficial relation to the magnificent 
Univei-sity of Oxford. 
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The head-master at that time was Mr. Charles 
Lawson. In former editions of this work I created him 
a doctor; my object being to evade too close an ap- 
proach to the realities of the case, and consequently 
to personalities, which (though indifferent to myself) 
would have been in some cases displeasing to others. 

A doctor, however, Mr. Lawson was not; nor in the 
account of law a clergyman. Yet most people, gov- 
erned unconsciously by the associations surrounding 
their composite idea of a dignified schoolmaster, in- 
vested him with the clerical character. And in reality 
he had taken deacon’s orders in the Church of England. 
But not the less he held himselt to be a layman, and 
was addressed as such by all his correspondents of 
rank, who might be supposed best to understand the 
technical rules of English etiquette. Etiquette in such 
cases cannot entirely detach itself from law. Now, m 
English law, as was shown in Horne Tooke’s case, the 
rule is. Once a clergyman, and always a clergyman. '1 he 
sacred character with which ordination clodics a man 
is indelible. But, on the other hand, who zs a clerp- 
man? Not he that has taken simply the initial orders 
of a deacon,— so at least I have heard,— but he that 
has taken the second and full orders of a priest. It 
otherwise, then there was a great mistake current 
amongst Mr. Lawson’s friends in addressing him as 

an esquire. 

Squire or not a squire, however, parson or not a 
parson— whether sacred or profane— Mr. Laryson 
was in some degree interesting by his position and his 
recluse habits. Life was over with him, for its hopes 
and for its trials. Or at most one trial yet awaited 
him; which was— to fight with a painful malady, and 
fighting to die. He still had his dying to do; he was m 
arrear as to that: else all was finished. It struck me 
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(but, with such limited means for judging, I might 
easily be wrong) that his understanding was of a 
narrow order, but that did not disturb tlic interest 
which surrounded him now in his old age (probably 
seventy-five, or more), nor make any drawback from 
the desire 1 had to spell backwards and l e-compose the 
text of his life. What had been his fortunes in this 
world? Had they travelled upwards or downwards? 
What triumphs had he enjoyed in the sweet and 
solemn cloisters of Oxford? What mortifications in 
the harsh world outside? Two onlv had survived in 
the malicious traditions of *his friends.’ He was a 
Jacobite (as were so many amongst my dear Lancas- 
trian comfiatriots) ; had drunk the Pretender’s health, 
and had drunk it in company with that Dr. Byrom 
who had graced the symposium by the famous equivo- 
cating impromptu^ to the health of that prince. Mr. 
Lawson had therefore been obliged to witness the 
final prostration of his ]Mditical party. That was his 
earliest mortification. His second, about seven years 

‘ 'Equivocating impromptu \ — The party had gathered in a 
tumultuary way; so that some Capulcts liad mingled with the 
Montagues, one of whom called upon Dr. Hyrom to drink 
The Kiufi^ bless him! and Confusion to the Pretender! 
Upon whicl^ the doctor sang out — 

‘God bless the king, of church and state defender; 

God bless (no harm in hlessitv^) tlie Pretender! 

Put who Pretender is, and wlu> the King — 

God bless us all! that's quite anotlier thing.’ 

Dr. Byrom [John Byrom, 1691-1763] was otherwise famous 
than as a Jacobite — viz. as the author of a very elaborate 
shorthand, which (according to some who have examined it) 
rises even to a philosophic dignity. David Hartley in parti- 
cular said of it that, 'if ever a philosophic language (as pro- 
jected by Bishop Wilkins, by Leibnitz, should be brought 
to bear, in that cose Dr. Ryrom’s work would furnish the proper 
character for its notation.’ 
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later, was that he had been jilted, and with circum- 
stances (at least so I heard) of cruel scorn. Was it 
that he had interpreted in a sense too flattering for 
himself ambiguous expressions of favour in the lady? 
or that she in cruel caprice had disowned the hopes 
which she had authorised? However this might be, 
half-a-century of soothing and reconciling years had 
cicatrised the wounds of Mr. Lawson’s heart. The 
lady of 1752, if living in 1800, must be furiously 
wrinkled. And a strange metaphysical question arises : 
Whether, when the object of an impassioned love has 
herself faded into a shadow, the fiery passion itself can 
still survive as an abstraction, still mourn over its 
wrongs, still clamour for redress. I have heard of such 
cases. In Wordsworth’s poem of ‘Ruth (which was 
founded, as I happen to know, upon facts) it is 
recorded as an affecting incident that, some months 
after the first frenzy of her disturbed mind had given 
way to medical treatment, and had lapsed into a 
gentler form of lunacy, she was dismissed from con- 
finement; and, upon finding herself uncontrolled 
among the pastoral scenes where she played away her 
childhood, she gradually fell back to the original 
habits of her life whilst yet undisturbed by sorrow. 
Something similar had happened to Mr. Lawson; and 
some time after his first shock, amongst other means 
for effacing that deep-grooved impression, he had 
laboured to replace himself, as much as w^ possible, 
in the situation of a college student. In this effort he 
was assisted considerably by the singular arrangement 
of the house attached to his official station. For an 
English house it was altogether an oddity, being, m 
fact, built upon a Roman plan. All the rooms on bot 
storeys had their windows looking down upon a little 
central court. This court was quadrangular, but so 
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limited in its dimensions that by a Roman it would 
lave been regarded as the implui'ium: for Mr. Lai\’Son, 
however, with a little exertion of fancy, it transmuted 
itself into a college quadrangle. Here, therefore, were 
held the daily ‘callings-over,’ at which every student 
was obliged to answer upon being named. And thus 
the unhappy man, renewing continually the fancy 
that he was still standing in an Oxford quadrangle, 
perhaps cheated himself into the belief that all had 
been a dream which concerned the caprices of the 
lady, and the lady herself a pliantom. College usages 
also which served to strengthen this fanciful alibi — 
such, for instance, as the having two plates arranged 
before him at dinner (one for the animal, the other for 
ihc vegetable, food) — were reproduced in Millgate. 
One sole luxury also, somewhat costly, which, like 
most young men of easy inconte, he had allowed him- 
self at Oxford, was now retained long after it had 
become practically useless. 'Ibis was a hunter for 
Itimsclf, and another for his groom, wliich he con- 
tinued to keep, in spite of the increasing war-taxes, 
many a year after he had almost ceased to t itle. Once 
in three or four months he would have the horses 
saddled and brought out. Then, with considerable 
ofTort, he swung himself into the satltlle, moved olTat 
a quiet amble, and in about liftecn or twenty minutes 
might be seen returning from an excursion of two 
miles, under the imagination that he had laid in a 
stock of exercise sullicient for another period of a 
hundred days. Meantime Mr. Lawson had sought 
his main consolation in the great classics of elder da>'S. 
His senior alumni were always working their way 
through some great scenic poet that had shaken the 
stage of Athens; and more than one of his classes, 
never ending, still beginning, were daily solacing him 
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with the gaieties of Horace, in his Epistles or in his 
Satires. The Horatian jests indeed to him never grew 
old. On coming to the plagosus Orbilius, or any other 
sally of pleasantry, he still threw himself back in his 
arm-chair, as he had done through fifty years, with 
what seemed heart-shaking bursts of sympathetic 
merriment. Mr. Lawson, indeed, could afford to be 
sincerely mirthful over the word plagosus. There are 
gloomy tyrants, exulting in the discipline of fear, to 
whom and to whose pupils this word must call up 
remembrances too degrading for any but affected 
mirth. Allusions that are too fearfully personal cease 
to be subjects of playfulness. Sycophancy only it is 
that lauehs ; and the artificial merriment is but the 
language of shrinking and grovelling deprecation. 
Different, indeed, was the condition of the Man- 
chester Grammar School. It was honourab e both to 
the masters and the upper boys, through w om on y 
such a result was possible, that in that school, during 
my knowledge of it (viz. during the closing year of the 
eighteenth century and the two opening years ot 
the nineteenth), all punishments that appealed to the 
sense of bodily pain had fallen into disuse , an t is 
at a period long before any public agitation had 
begun to stir in that direction. How then was dis- 
cipline maintained? It was maintained throug t e 
self-discipline of the senior boys, and through the 
efficacy of their example, combined with their systeni 
of rules. Noble are the impulses of opening manhood 
where they are not utterly ignoble: at that perio , 
mean, when the poetic sense begins to ossom, an 
when boys are first made sensible of the para ise a 
lurks in female smiles. Had the school been entire y 
a day-school, too probable it is that the vu 
ing tendencies of boys left to themselves wou av 
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prevailed. But it happened that the elder section of 
the school — those on the brink of manhood, and by 
incalculable degrees the more scholar-like section, all 
who read, meditated, or began to kindle into the love 
of literature — were boarders in Mr. Lawson’s house. 
The students, therefore, of the house carried an over- 
whelming influence into the school. They were bound 
together by links of brotherhood ; whereas the day- 
scholars were disconnected. Over and above this, it 
happened luckily that there was no playground, not 
the smallest, attached to the school; that is, none was 
attached to the upper or grammar school. But there was 
also, and resting on the same liberal endowment, a 
lower school, where the whole machinery of teaching 
was applied to the lowest mechanical accomplish- 
ments of reading and writing. The hall in which this 
servile business was conducted ran under the upper 
school; it was, therefore, I presume, a subterraneous 
duplicate of the upper hall. And, since the upper rose 
only by two or three feet above the level of the 
neighbouring streets, the lower school should natu- 
rally have been at a great depth helow these streets. 
In that case it would be a dark crypt, such as we see 
under some cathedrals; and it would have argued a 
singular want of thoughtfulness in the founder to have 
laid one part of his establishment under an original 
curse of darkness. As the access to this plebeian school 
lay downwards through long flights of steps, I never 
found surplus energy enough for investigating the 
problem. But, as the ground broke away precipitously 
at that point into lower levels, 1 presume, upon con- 
sideration, that the subterranean crypt will be found 
open on one side to visitations from sun and moon. 
So that, for this base mechanic school there may, after 
all, have been a playground. But lor cm's in the upper 
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air, I repeat, there was none ; not so much as vvould 
have bleached a lady’s pocket-handkerchief, and thi 
one defect carried along with it unforeseen advan- 

*^1!ord Bacon it is who notices the subtle policy which 
may lurk in the mere external figure of a table A 
square table, having an undeniable head and foot, 
two polar extremities of what is highest and lowest, a 
perihelion and an aphelion, together with equatorial 
sides, opens at a glance a large career to ainbition , 
whilst a circular table sternly represses all such aspir- 
ing dreams, and so does a triangular table. Yet il 
the triangle should be right-angled, then the Lucifer 
seated at the right angle might argue that he sub - 
tended all the tenants of the hypothenuse ; being, there- 
fore, as much nobler than they as Atlas was nobler 
than the globe which he carried. It was, by *e way 
some arrangement of this nature which constitute 
the original feature of distinction in John o Groat s 
house, and not at all (as most people suppose) the 
high northern latitude of this house. John, it seems, 
finished the feuds for precedency, not by legislating 
this way or that, but by cutting away the possibility 

of such feuds through the assistance 
The same principle must have guided King Arthur 
amongst his knights, Charlemagne amongst his pala- 
dins, and sailors in their effectual distribution of the 
peril attached to a mutinous remonstrance by the ad- 
mirable device of a ‘round-robin.’ Even two little gir s, 
as Harrington remarks in his ‘Oceana, have o - 
times hit upon an expedient, through .-^othec- 

wit, more effectual than all the schools of philosop y 

could have suggested, for insuring 

sion of an orange; which expedien hall have 

the two shall divide, but then that the other shall ha 
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the ri^ht of choice. You divide, and I choose. Such 
is the lonnula; and an angel could not devise a more 
absolute guarantee for the equity of the division than 
by thus forcing the divider to become the inheritor of 
any possible disadvantages that he may have suc- 
ceeded in creating by his own act of division. In all 
these eases one seemingly trivial precaution opens, in 
the next stage, into a world of irresistible consequences. 
And, in our case, an clfect not less disproportionate 
(ollowed out of that one aecidei\t, apparently so slight, 
that we had no playground. \Vc of the seniority, who, 
by thoughtfulness, and the conscious dignity of dealing 
largely with literature, were already indisposed to 
boyish sports, found, through the defect of a play- 
ground, that our choice and our pride were also our 
necessity. Even the proudest of us benefited by that 
coercion ; lor many would else have sold their privilege 
of pride for an hour’s amusement, and have become, 
at least, occasional conformists. A dav more than 
usually fine, a trial of skill more than usually irritating 
to the sense of special superiority, would have seduced 
most of us in the end into the surrender of our ex- 
clusiveness. Indiscriminate familiarity would have 
lollowed as an uncontrollable result; since to mingle 
with others in common acts of business may leave the 
sense o( reserve undisturbed : but all reserve gives way 
bi fore a common intercourse in pleasure. As it was, 
what with our confederation through house-member- 
sliip, what with our reciprocal svmpalhies in the 
problems suggested by books, wc had become a club 
of boys (amongst whom might be four or five that 
were even young men, counting eighteen or nineteen 
years) altogether iis thoughtful and as self-respecting 
as can often exist even amongst adults. E.ven the 
subterraneous school contributed someihini^ to our 
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self-esteem. It formed a subordinate section ol our 
own establishment, that kept before our eyes, by force 
of contrast, the dignity inherent in our own constitu- 
tion. Its object was to master humble accomplis.r- 
ments that were within the reach of mechamc ellorts : 
everything mechanic is limited; whereas we felt that 
our object, even if our name of gramnmr school pre- 
sented that object in what seemed too limited a shaix-, 
was substantially noble, and tended towards the in- 
finite. But in no long time I came to see that, as to 
the name, we were all of us under a mistake. Being 
asked what a grammar school indicates, what it pro- 
fesses to teach, there is scarcely any man who would 
not reply, ‘Teach? why, it teaches grammar; what 
else?’ But this is a mistake: as I have elsewhere ex- 
plained, grammatica in this combination docs not mean 
grammar (though grammar also obeys the mote 
ments of a most subtle philosophy), but liter ature. 
Look into Suetonius. Those ^grammatici' whom he 
memorialises as an order of men flocking to ome in 
the days of the Flavian family, were not grammarians 
at all, but what the French by a comprehensive name 
style litterateurs— that is, they were men who (i) 
studied literature, (2) who taught literature, (3) w o 
practically produced literature. And, upon t e w o e, 
grammatica is perhaps the least objectionable Latin 

equivalent for our word literature. 

Having thus sketched the characteristic points dis 

tinguishing the school and the presiding master ( o 
of masters, senior and junior, there were our in 
upper school), I return to my own inaugural examina- 
tion. On this day, memorable to myself, as furnishing 

the starting-point for so long a series o ^s, ^ 
dened by haughty obstinacy on one side, made ettec- 
tive by folly on the other, no sooner had my guaidian 
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retired than Mr. Lawson produced from his desk a 
volume of the ‘Spectator.’ and instructed me to throw 
into as good Latin as I could some paper of Steele’s — 
not the whole, but perhaps a third part. No better 
exercise could have been devised for testing the extent 
of my skill as a Latinist. And here I ought to make an 
explanation. In the previous edition of these ‘Con- 
fessions,* writing sometimes too rapidly, and with 
little precision in cases of little importance, I conveyed 
an impression which I had not designed with regard 
to the true nature of my j)ietcnsions as a Grecian; and 
something of the same correction will apply to that 
narrower accomplishment which was the subject of 
my present examination. Neither in Greek nor in 
I.atin was mv knowledge very extensive; my age made 
that impossible; and especially because in those da)^ 
there were no decent guides through the thorny 
iunglcs of the Latin language, far less of the Greek. 
When I mention that the Port Royal Greek Grammar 
translated by Dr. Nugent was about the best key 
extant in Knglish to the innumerable perplexities of 
Cireek diction, and tliat, for the res metrica^ Morcll’s 
\'aluablc ‘ Ihesaurus,’ having tlien never been re- 
jirintcd, was rarely to be seen, the reader will con- 
clude that a schoolbov's knowledge of Greek could not 
be other than slender. Slender iiuleed was mine. Yet 
stop! what was slender? Simply my knowledge of 
Check; for that knowledge stretches by tendency to 


the infinite; but not therefore mv command of Greek. 
I he knowledge of Greek must always hold some gross 
l>ropoition to the lime spent upon it,— ]U‘obably, 
iherefore, to the age of the stvulent; but the command 
over a language, the power of adapting it plastically 
to the expression of your own thoughts, is almost 





nexion with time. Take the 

scholars that flourished between the English Revolu- 
tion of 1688 and the beginning of the nineteenth cen- 
tury— which trinity I suppose to be, confessedly, 
Bentley, Valckenaer, and Porson: such are the men, 
it will be generally fancied, whose aid should be in- 
voked, in the event of our needing some eloquent 

Greek inscription on a public monument I am of a 
different opinion. The greatest scholars have usually 
proved to be the poorest composers m «lher of th 
classic languages. Sixty years ago, we had, from foui 
separate doctors, four separate Greek versions of 
‘Grav’s Elegy ’ all unworthy of the national scholar 

.hi ie. oii of .h..e doc,™. J-” ’ 

predecessor in the Greek chair at ^ ^ 

Is he (Dr. Cooke) was an obscure man, take an 

undeniable Grecian, of f X' 

Richard Dawes, the well-known author of the M - 

cellanea Critica.’ This man, a very martinet m the 
delicacies of Greek composition— and who should hav 
been a Greek scholar of some mark, since often enough 
he flew at the throat of Richard Bentley— wrote and 
publlhed a specimen of a Greek ‘Paradise Lost,’ and 
Lo two most sycophantic idyls addressed to George I 
on the death of his ‘august’ papa. It is difficult to 
imagine anything meaner m conception 
childish in expression than these attemp . 
against them I will stake in competition ^ copy 
iambic verses by a boy, who died, I hehejc, ■ 
-viz. a son of Mr. Pitt’s tutor, Tom me. Bishop 01 

Winchester.* Universally I contend that t re acu 

. 'A copy of iambic verses' :-They 
on the Greek article by to Observe 

was the boy’s tutor. On this Homer or Theocritus, 

that verses like Dawes s, meant to mimic 
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of clothing the thoughts in a Greek dress is a function 
of natural sensibility, in a great degree disconnected 
from the extent or the accuracy of the writer’s gram- 
matical skill in Greek. 

1 hese explanations arc too long. The reader will 
understand, as their sum, that what I needed in such 
a case was, not so much a critical familiarity with the 
syntax of the language, or a copia verborumy as great 
agility in reviewing the relations of one idea to another, 
so as to present modern and unclassieal objects under 
such aspects as might suggest periphrases in substitu- 
tion for direct names, where names could not be had, 
and everywhere to colour my translation with as rich 
a display of idiomatic forms as the circumstances of 
the case would allow. I succeeded, and beyond my 
expectation. For once — being the fii-st time that he 
had been known to do such a thing, but also the very 
liist — Mr. Lawson did absolutely pay me a compli- 
ment. And with another compliment more than 
verbal he crowned his gracious condescensions — viz. 
with my provisional instalment in his highest class; 
not the highest at that moment, since there was one 
other class above us; but this other was on the wing 
lor Oxford within some few weeks; which change 
being accomplished, we (viz. I and two others) im- 

moved uj) into the supreme place. 

'1 wo or three days after this examination— viz. on 


or niorc generally dactylic hexameters, arc perfectly useless as 
tests of power to think freely in Greek. If such’ verses are 
examined, it will be found that the orchestral ninunificcnce of 
the metre, and the sonorous cadence of each separate line, 
absolutely /orre upon the thouphts a mere necessity of beinp 
discontinuous. From this sipnal defect only iambic senarii 
are free; this metro possessing a power of plastic interfusion 
similar in kind, thouph inferior in degree, to the English blank 
Verse when Miltonitally written. 
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the Sunday following-I transferred myself to It^ead- 
quarters at Mr. Lawson’s house About nine o c oc 
in the evening, I was conducted by a servant up 
short flight of stairs, through a series of gloomy and 

unfurnished little rooms, having smaU ^ 

no doors, to the common room (as m Oxford w ou 
technically be called) of the senior boys. Everything 
had combined to depress me. To leave the socie y 
accomplished womeu-tAat was already ^ P"' 

vation The season besides was rainy, vvh ch in 

IS a sure source of depression ; and the 

of the rooms completed my dejection. But the scene 

changed as the door was thrown open : faces kindling 

SLimation became visible; and horn a company 

of boys, numbering si.xteen or 

about the room, two or three, whose ^g-^ 

to the rank of leaders, came forward to receive me 

with a courtesy which I had not looked for. The grave 
kindness and the absolute sincerity of their manner im- 
pressed me most favourably. I had lived familiar y 
with boys gathered from all quarters of the at 

the Bath Grammar School: and for sorne time (w 
vLiting Lord Altamont at Eton) with boys of the 
highest aristocratic pretensions, Bath^and^a 

poh^sfi a?d7n“1he lirT'speech! deportment^ oMhe 

rl?d.'"They'^ 

high rank was distributed pretty 

Manchester school the paren sisters that 

artisans, or of that rank; some even had sisters 
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were menial servants; and those who stood higher by 
pretensions of birth and gentle blood were, at the 
most, the sons of rural gentry or of clergymen. And 
I believe that, with the exception of three or four 
brothers, belonging to a clergyman’s family at York, 
all were, like myself, natives of Lancashire. At that 
time my experience was too limited to warrant me in 
expressing any opinion, one way or the other, upon 
the relative pretensions— moral and intellectual — of 
the several provinces in our island. But since then I 
have seen reason to agree with the late Dr. Cooke 
Taylor in awarding the pre-eminence, as regards 
energy, power to face suffering, and other high quali- 
ties, to the natives of Lancashire. Ev'cn a centur\' 
back, they were distinguished for the culture of refined 
tastes. In musical skill and sensibility, no part of 
Europe, with the exception of a few places in Ger- 
many, could pretend to rival them: and, accordingly, 
even in Handel s days, but for the chorus-singers from 
Lancashire, his oratorios must have remained a trea- 
sure, if not absolutely sealed, at any rate most im- 
perfectly revealed. 

One of the young men, noticing my state of dejec- 
tion, brought out some brandy— a form of alcohol 
which I, for my part, tasted now for the first lime, 
having pieviously taken only wine, and never once in 
quantities to affect my spirits. So much the greater 
was my astonishment at the rapid change worked in 
my state of feeling— a change which at once rein- 
balled me in my natural advantages for convereation. 
Towards this nothing was wanting but a question of 
sufficient interest. And a question arose naturally out 
of a remark addressed by one of the boN-s to m>’sclf, 
implying that perhaps I had intentionally timed my 
arrival so as to escape the Sunday evening exercise, 
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No, I replied; not at all; what was that exercise^ 
Simply an off-hand translation from the little work 
of Grotius' on the Evidences of Christianity. Did 
know the book? No, I did not; all the direct know- 
ledge which I had of Grotius was built upon his metrical 
tramlations into Latin of various fragments surviving 
from the Greek scenical poets, and these translations 
had struck me as exceedingly beautiful. On the other 
hand, his work of highest pretension, De J"e Belli 
et Pads,’ so signally praised by Lord Bacon, I had no 
read at all; but I had heard such an account of it from 
a very thoughtful person as made it probable that 
GrotiL was stronger, and felt himself stronger, on 
literary than on philosophic ground. Then, with r 
gard to his little work on the Mosaic and ChrisUan 
revelations, I had heard very disparaging opinions 
about it ; two especially. One amounted to no more 
than this— that the question was argued with a logic 
far inferior, in point of cogency, to that of Lardner 
and Palcy. Llere several boys interposed their loud 
assent, as regarded Paley in particular Palcy s Evi- 
dences,’ at that time just seven years old, had already 
become a subject of study amongst them. But the 
other objection impeached not so much the dialectic 
acuteness as the learning of Grotius— at least, e 
appropriate learning. According to the anecdote cur- 
rent upon this subject. Dr. Edward Pococke the great 
oriental scholar of England in the seventeenth century, 
when called upon to translate the little work of Grotim 
into Arabic or Turkish, had replied by pointing to the 
idle legend of Mahomet’s pigeon or dove, ^ ^ _ 

procal messenger between the prophet 
which legend had been accredited .adopted by 

Grotius in the blindest spirit of credulity. Such 
> Entitled ‘De Veritate Christianae Religionis. 
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baseless fable, Pocockc alleged, would work a double 
mischief: not only it would ruin the authority of that 
particular book in the East, but would damage 
Christianity for generations, by making known to the 
followers of the Prophet that their master was under- 
valued amongst the Pranks on the authority of nursery 
talcs, and that these tales were accredited by the lead- 
ing P'rankish scholars. 

A twofold result of evil would follow : not only would 
our C-hiistian erudition and our Christian scholars be 
scandalously disparaged; a consequence that in some 
cases might not be incompatible with a sense amongst 
Mahometans that the strength of Christianity itself 
was left unairccted by the errors and blunders of its 
champions; but, secondly, there would be in this case 
a strong reaction against C^hristianity itself. Plausibly 
enough it would be inferred that a vast religious 
j)hilosophy could have no powerful battery of argu- 
ments in reserve, when it placed its main anti- 
Mahometan reliance upon so childish a fable: since, 
allowing even for a blameless assent to this fable 
amongst nations having no direct intercourse with 
Mussulmans, still it would argue a shocking frailtv in 
( -hristianily that its main pleadings rested, not upon 
any strength ol its own, but simply upon a weakness 
in its antagonist. 

o 

At this jioint, when the cause of Grotius seemed 

utterly desperate, C. (a boy whom subsequently 

1 had reason to admire ;is equally courageous, truth- 
ful, and far-seeing) suddenly changed the whole field 
of view. He ofl'cred no defence for the ridiculous 
fable of the pigeon; which pigeon, on the contrary, he 
represented as drawing in harness with that Christian 
goose which at one time was univei'sally believed by 
Mahometans to lead the vanguard of the earliest 
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Crusaders, and which, in a limited extent, really had 
been a true historical personage. So far he gave up 
Grotius as indefensible. But on the main question, 
and the very extensive question, of his apparent im- 
becility when collated with Paley, &c., suddenly and 
in one sentence he revolutionised the whole logic of 
that comparison. Paley and Lardner, he said, what 
was it that they sought? Their object was avowedly 
to benefit by any argument, evidence, or presumption 
whatsoever, no matter whence drawn, so long as it 
was true or probable, and fitted to sustain the credi* 
bility of any element in the Christian creed. Well, 
was not that object common to them and to Grotius? 

Not at all. Too often had he (the boy G ) 

secretly noticed the abstinence of Grotius (apparently 
unaccountable) from certain obvious advantages of 
argument, not to suspect that, in narrowing his own 
field of disputation, he had a deliberate purpose, and 
was moving upon the line of some very different policy. 
Clear it was to him that Grotius, for some reason, de- 
clined to receive evidence except from one special and 
limited class of witnesses. Upon this, some of us 
laughed at such a self-limitation, as a wild bravado, 
recalling that rope-dancing feat of some verse-writers 
who, through each several stanza in its turn, had 
gloried in dispensing with some one separate conso- 
nant, some vowel, or some diphthong, and thus achiev- 
ing a triumph such as crowns with laurel that pedes- 
trian athlete who wins a race by hopping on one leg, 
or wins it under the inhuman condition of confining 
both legs within a sack. Wo, no,* impatiently inter- 
rupted G . ‘All such fantastic conflicts with self- 

created difficulties terminate in pure ostentation, and 
profit nobody. But the self-imposed limitations of 
Grotius had a special purpose, and realised a value 
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not otherwise attainable.* If Grotius accepts no argu- 
ments or presumptions except from Mussulmans, from 
Infidels, or from those who rank as Neutrals, then has 
he adapted his book to a separate and peculiar 
audience. The Neutral man will hearken to authori- 
ties notoriously Neutral; Mussulmans will show defer- 
ence to the statements of Mussulmans; the Sceptic 
will bow to the reasonings of Scepticism. All these 
persons, that would have been repelled on the very 
threslioid from such testimonies as begin in a spirit 
of hostility to themselves, will listen tlioughtfully to 
suggestions offered in a spirit of conciliation; much 
more so if offered by people occupying the same 
ground at starting as themselves. 

At the cost of some disproportion, I have ventured 
to rehearse this inaugural conversation amongst the 

leaders of the school. Whether G were entirely 

correct in this application of a secret key to the little 
work of Grotius, I do not know. I take blame to m^'sclf 
that I do not; for I also must have been called upon 
for my quota to the Sunday evening studies on the 
De Veritate,’ and must therefore have held in my 
hands the ready means for solving the question.* 

Meantime, as a solitary act of silent observation in 

a boy not fifteen, this deciphering idea of G *s, 

in direct resistance to the received idea, extorted my 
admiration; and equally, whether true or false as 
tegarded the immediate fact. 1 hat any person, in the 

* Some excuse, however, for my own want of energy is 
suggested by the fact that very soon after mv matriculation 
Mr. l.awson substituted for Grotius. as the Sunday evening 
Iccturc-book, Dr. Clarke’s Commentary on the New Testa- 
ment, 'Out of sight, out of mind’; and in that wav only can I 
account for my own neglect to clear up the question. Or 
perhaps, after all. I did dear it up. and in a long life-march 
subsequently may have dropped ii by the wayside. 
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very middle storm of chase, when a headlong move- 
ment carries aU impulses into one current, should m 
the twinkling of an eye recall himself to the un- 
expected ‘doubles’ of the game, wheel as that wheels, 
and sternly resist the instincts of the one preoccupying 
assumption, argues a sagacity not often heard of i 

boyhood. Was G right? In that c^e he picked 

a loek which others had failed to pick. Was he wrong . 

In that case he sketched the idea and outline of a 
better work (better, as more original and m°re specia 
in its service) than any which Grotius has himself 

accomplished. 

Not, however, the particular boy, but the part 
school, it was my purpose, in this place, to signa ise 
praise and gratitude. In after years, when an under- 
graduate at Oxford, I had an opportunity of reading 
as it were in a mirror the characteristic pretensions a 
the average success of many celebrated sc oo s. u 
a mirror I found in the ordinary conversation and in 
the favourite reading of young gownsmen belonging 
to the many different eolleges of Oxford. Generally 
speaking, each college had a filial connexion (s ■'‘ct ^ 
not strict) with some one or more of our , 

schools. These, fortunately for England, are di 

through all her counties; and, as the 

ments to the eapital offices in such schools ar 

often vested by law in Oxford or Cam ri § ’ _ 

arrangement guarantees a sound system o ’ 

so that any failures in the result must Presumably be 

due to the individual student. Failure, on e ’ 

I do not suppose that there were. Glassical atta 

. or not strict’ :-In some colleges the claim^^of 

fl/umm from certain schools were absolute, in . j j 

conditional; in others, again, concurrent with rival claim 
from favoured schools or favoured counties. 
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merits that might be styled even splendid were not 
then, nor are now, uncommon. And yet in one great 
feature many of those schools, even the very best, when 
thus tried by their fruits, left a painful memento of 
failure; or rather not of failure as in relation to any 
purpose that they steadily recognised, but of wilful and 
inUtilional disregard, as towards a purpose alien from 
any duty of theirs, or any task which they had ever 
undertaken — a failure, namely, in relation to modem 
literature — a neglect to unroll its mighty charts: and 
amongst this modern literature a special neglect (such 
as seems almost brutal) of our own English literature, 
though pleading its patent of precedency in a voice so 
trumpcl-tongucd. 'I'o myself, whose homage ascended 
night and day towards the great altars of English 
Poetry or Eloquence, it was shocking and revolting to 
find in high-minded young countrymen, burning with 
sensibility that sought vainly for a corresponding ob- 
ject, deep unconsciousness of an all-suilicient object — 
namely, in that great inheritance of our literature 
which sometimes kindled enthusiasm in our public 
enemies. How painful to sec or to know that vast 
revelations of grandeur and beauty arc wasting them- 
selves for ever — forests teeming with gorgeous life, 
floral wildernesses hidden inaccessibly; whilst, at the 
same time, in contraposition to tiiat evil, behold a 
corresponding evil — viz. that with equal prodigality 
the great capacities of enjoyment are running also to 
waste, and arc everywhere burning out uncxcrciscd — 
waste, in short, in the world o( things enjoyable^ balanced 
by an equal waste in the organs and the machineries of 
enjoyment! I his picture— would it not fret the heart 
of an Englishman ? Some years (say twenty) after tlie 
era of my own entrance at that Oxford which tlien 
furnished me with records so painful of slight regard to 
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our national literature, behold at the court of London 
a French ambassador, a man of genius blazing (as 
some people thought) with nationality but, m laa, 
with something inexpressibly nobler and deeper viz 
patriotism. For true and unaffected patriotism will 
show its love in a noble form by sincerity and truth. 
But nationality, as I have always found, is mean ; is 
dishonest ; is ungenerous ; is incapable of candour ; and, 
being continually besieged with temptatiom to false- 
hood, too often ends by becoming habitua ly menda- 
cious This Frenchman above all things valued litera- 
ture: his own trophies of distinction were all won upon 
that field: and yet, when called upon to review the 
literature of Europe, he found himself conscientiously 
coerced into making his work a mere monurnent to the 
glory of one man, and that man the son of a hostile 
land. The name of Milton, in his estimate, swallowed 
up all others. This Frenchman was Chateaubriand. 
The personal splendour which surrounded him gave a 
corresponding splendour to his act. And, because he, 
as an ambassador, was a representative man, this act 
might be interpreted as a representative act. The tute- 
lary genius of France in this instance might be regarded 
as bending before that of England. But homage so 
free, homage so noble, must be interpreted and re- 
ceived in a corresponding spirit of generosity. It was 
not, like the testimony of Balaam on behalf of Israel, 
an unwilling submission to a hateful truth . it was a 
concession, in the spirit of saintly magnanimity, to an 
interest of human nature that, as sueh, transcended by 
many degrees all considerations merely national. 

Now, then, with this unlimited devotion to one grea 
luminary of our Uterary system emblazoned so con- 
spicuously in the testimony of a Frenchman— that ^ 
of one trained, and privileged to be a public ene y 
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contrast the humiliating spectacle of young English- 
men sufTcrcd (so far as their training is concerned) to 
ignore the very existence of this mighty poet. Do I 
mean, then, that it would have been advisable to place 
the ‘Paradise Lost,’ and the ‘Paradise Regained,’ and 
the ‘Samson,’ in the library of schoolboys? By no 
means. That mode of sensibility which deals with the 
Miltonic sublimity is rarely developed in boyhood. 
And these divine works should in prudence be reserved 
to the period of mature manhood. But then it should 
be made known that they are so reserved, and upon 
what principle of reverential regard for the poet him- 
self. In the meantime, selections from Milton, from 
Dryden, from Pope, and many other writers, though 
not everywhere appreciable by those who have but 
small experience of life, would not generally transcend 
the intellect or sensibility of a boy sixteen or seventeen 
years old. And, beyond all other sections of literature, 
the two which I am going to mention are fitted (or 
might be fitted by skilful management) to engage the 
interest of those who arc no longer boys, but have 
reached the age which is presumable in English univer- 
sity matriculation — viz. the close of the eighteenth 
year. Search through all languages, from Benares 
the mystical, and the banks ol the Ganges, travelling 
westwards to the fountains ot the Iliulson, I deny 
that any two such bihliothfca for engaging youthful 
interest could be brought together as these two which 
follow : — 

1‘irst, In contradiction to M. Cousin’s recent auda- 
cious assertion (redeemed trom the suspicic^n of men- 
dacity simply by the extremity of ignorance on which 
it reposes) that we English have no tolerable writer of 
prose subsequent to Lord Bacon, it so happens that the 
seventeenth century, and specially that part of it con- 
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^ thW rase— viz. the latter seventy years (a.d. 
'eXi oo)-produced the highest efforts of eloquence 
phLL’phic, Lt at the same time ■Jetortca and - , 

pLioned, in a degree unknown to the 

of France) which our literature possesses ^nd not 

line of it but is posterior to ihc death of Lord Bac^^ 
Donne, Chillingworth, Sir Thornas Brow , J 
Taylor, Milton, South, Barrow, form a 
steUation of seven golden stars, such as no Meramr 
can match in their own class. From these ^even wnte ^ 
taken apart from all their nontemporanes^ 
undertake to build up an entire body of P^osop^^^ 
upon the supreme interests of hnmamty^ 
of M. Cousin’s doubtless lay m 

that all conceivable problems of p ^ ^^d 

produce themselves under many 

S,U. he had .b-olved "i" J 

English books, as presumably mere p 

pleadings of Protestant polemics, v\ i philosophic 
mines inexhaustible of eloquence and philosophic 

A r„n .h»ac, of 

about the year 1580 to the period (say ibsS) 

it was killed by the frost of the PnritamcaDpinUe^^^^^ 

ing all flesh for the Parliamentary War. N 

not excepting even that of Athei^> j display, 

such a multiform theatre, such a carni 

• ‘Philosophy’ -.-At this point “ philosophy, most 

ception would arise. Theology, staple of these writers, 

people will fancy, is likely to form the bulk of 

But I have elsewhere in the English 

English philosophy has always hidde ^^hibited all the 

divinity. In Jeremy ® unosophy as it bears upon 

practical aspects of philosophy, ^ ^ -jent Prudence— i.e. 
Life, upon Ethics, and upon Transcenae 

brieBy upon the Greek surnmum honum. 
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mask and anti-nia'vk, of impassioned life — breathing, 
moving, acting, sulTcring, laughing. 

‘Quirqiiid agunt Ijomincs — votum, timer, ira, voluptas, 
Gaudia, discursus';‘ 


—all this, but far more truly and adequately than was 
or could be effected in that field of composition which 
the gloomy satirist contemplated, — whatsoever in fact 
our mediaeval ancestors exhibited in their ‘Dance of 
Death,’ drunk with tears and laugiitcr, — may here be 
reviewed, sccnically grouped, draped, and gorgeously 
coloured. \\ hat other national drama can pretend to 
any competition with this? The Athenian has in a 
great proportion perished; the Roman was killed pre- 
maturely by the bloody realities of the amphitheatre, 
as candle-light by day-light; the Spanish, even in the 
hands of Calderon, offers only undeveloped sketchings ; 
and the French, besides other and profoundcr objec- 
tions, to which no justice had yet been done, lies under 
I lie signal disadvantage of not having reached its meri- 
dian until sixty years (or two generations) after the 
Ihiglish. In reality, the great period of the English 
Diama was exactly closing as the French opened:* 


All thnt is clone by nun— movements of praver, panic, 
wrath, revels of the voluptuous, festivals of triumph, or 
Klachators up of the .ntellcct.’->reW. in the prefatory Imes 

wh.ch rehearse the prevailing themes of his own Satires 
gathered m the great harvests of Rome. 

^ It is rcunarkahle that in the period immodiatelv anterior 
to tha of Corneille, a stronger and more Itt im; nature was 
struggling for utterance in French tragedy. Guizot has cited 
trom an early drama (I forget whether of Rotrou or of Hardv) 
one scene most thoroughly impassioned. The situation is that 
o a prince who has fixed his love upon a girl of low birth, 
blic ,s fa.thfu and constant: hut the courtiers about the 
prince, for malicious purposes of their own. calumniate her: 

c prince is deluded by the plausible air of the slanders which 
they disperse; he believes them; but not with the result 



consequently the French lost the prodigious advantage 

for scenical effects of a romantic f ® 

This had vanished when the French theatre culmi- 
nated ; and the natural result was that **= 
of French taste, by this time too powerful y 
stiHed or distorted the free movements of French 

the reader’s pardon for this disproportioned 
digression, into which I was hurried by my for our 
great national literature, my anxiety to see it amongs 
creational resources invested with a ntmistenal 
agency of far ampler character, but at all events 
lodge a protest against that wholesale 

reproach of ‘treading daily with f 

(t^ orrow the words of Comus) upon that which h g 
minded foreigners regard as the one paramont jewel 

in our national diadem. 

That reproach fell heavily, as my own limited ex- 

of‘*tL^hr arongsmhe?e"^ 

ultermos, in drawing ofT the prince's 'houghl to at en objects 
we find the prince vainly attempting any self-control va« . 
striving to attend, till he is overruled by the 

sorrowing love into finding new "^fl^^'^tiefon for 

thoughts of the lost girl in the very wor J Guizot 

calling off his feelings f™'" I’" Xu" ^d I venture to 
himself remarks) is thoroughly Shaksperia , ^ 

think that this judgment would have been 

Charles Lamb. , , , u wnrks as the ‘Micro- 

■ It will attike everybody that such^vmk 

cosm,’ conducted notoriously y period, must 

in part, by Canning as one ^^eir lea P 

have an admirable effect, since not only it must n 
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But from the Manchester Grammar School any such 
reproach altogether rebounded. My very first con- 
versation with the boys had arisen naturally upon a 
casual topic, and had shown them to be tolerably 
familiar with the outline of the Christian polenaics in 
the warfare with Jew, Mahometan, Infidel, and Scep- 
tic. But this was an exceptional case; and naturally 
it happened that most of us sought for the ordinary 
subjects of our conversational discussions in literature 


—VIZ. m our own native literature. Mere it was that 
I learned to feel a deep respect for my new school- 
fellows: deep it was, then; and a larger experience has 
made it deeper. I have since known many literary 
men, men whose profession was literature; who were 
understood to liave dedicated themselves to literature; 
and who sometimes had with some one special section 
or little nook of literature an acquaintance critically 
minute. But amongst such men I have found but three 
or four who had a knowledge which came as near to 
what I should consider a comprehensive knowledge as 
really existed amongst those bo>^ collectively. Vvhat 
one boy had not, another had; and thus, by continual 
intercourse, the fragmentary contribution of one being 
integrated by the fragmentary contributions of others, 
gradually the attainments of each separate individual 
became, m some degree, the collective attainments of 
the whole senior common room. It is true, undoubt- 
edly that some parts of literature were inaccessible, 
simply because the books were inaccessible to boys at 
school, -for instance, Froissart in the old translation 
by Lord Berners, now more than three centuries old; 
and some parts were, to tiic young, cssenliallv repul- 


the interest of each contributor, but must even have made it 
liicraturT^ cultivate some acquaintance with his native 
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feU more 

hT.s/p=r;Lt:£SSsr..^^ 

feel towards any boys whatever. My 

those amongst themwhobad any conversat.onal 

*' xtb tTetmse” hr.‘v? teU within narrower 
limits soon after the time of my entrance. I acknow- 
leXe w° th deep self-reproach, that every poss.b e 
Xl’ nee was aLwed to me which d.e circumstances 

to seouester me from my companions : ^r, vvhilst hkmg 
L soS ofsome amongst them, I also ^-d adead^ 
liking (perhaps a morbid liking) for solitude. To make 
m^present solitude the more fascinating, my mother 
sen/me five guineas extra, for the purchase of an a - 
SsiSi to th! Manchester Library, a l/b-y " 

should not at present think it 

however, benefited in its composition, - 
administration, by the good sense ^nd ntelhg 
some amongst its original “mmittees. J^h«e ^t^^ 

luxuries were truly and indeed such. . ^^^te turned 

which I had anticipated even greate pi 

out a total failure; and for ^/^ason wMch^it^^ y 

useful to mention, by way of cau^^ required for 

Sght m 
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great proficiency on this instrument. Another dis- 
covery finished my disenchantment; it was this. For 
the partieular purpose which I had in view, it became 
clear that no mastery of the instrument, not even that 
of Thalbcrg, would be available. Too soon I became 
aware that to the deep voluptuous enjoyment of music 
absolute Imsskeness in the hearer is indispensable. Gain 
what skill you please, nevertheless activity, vigilance, 
anxiety must always accompany an elaborate effort of 
musical execution : and so far is that from being rccon- 
cdahle with the cntranccment and lull essential to the 
true fruition of music, that, even if you should suppose 

a vast piece ofmcchanism capable ofexccuting a whole 

oratorio, but rcc|uiring, at intervals, a co-operating 
impulse from the foot of the auditor, even thaty even so 
much as an occasional touch of the foot, would utterly 
undermine all your pleasure. A single psychological 
discovery, therefore, caused my musical anticipations 
to evanesce. Consequently, one of my luxuries burst 
hke a bubble at an early stage. In this state of things, 
when the instrument had turned out a bubble, it 
followed naturally that the music-master should find 
himself to be a bubble. But he was so thoroughly good- 
natured and agreeable that I could not reconcile my- 
self to such a catastrophe. Meantime, though accom- 
modating within certain limits, this music-master was 
yet a conscientious man, and a man of honourable 
P idc. On linding, therelore, that I was not seriously 
making any efloi t to improve, he shook hands with 
me one fmc day, and took his leave for ever. Unless 

fia then become useless. It was too big to hang upon 
uillous, and willows there were nonc'in that ''neigh- 
bourhood. But It remained for months as a lumberfng 
nionuinent of labour misapplied, of bubbles that had 
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burst, and of musical visions that, under psychological 

tests had foundered for ever. 

yU, certainly, this particular f 

three-had proved a bubble ; too surely this had foun- 
dered; but not, therefore, the other two. The qu e 
study lifted by two storeys above the vapours of earth , 
and liable to no unseasonable intrusion ; the Man- 
chester Library, so judiciously and symmetrica y 

mounted in all its most attractive ^7 

class disproportioned to the rest : these were no bubbles 
these had not foundered. Oh, wherefore, then, was t 
-through what inexplicable growth of evil m myself 
or in otLrs-that now in the summer of 1802, when 
peace was brooding over all the land peace succeed- 
ing to a bloody seven years’ war, but peace whicl 
already gave signs of breaking into a far bloodier war, 
some dark sympathising movement within my own 
heart, as if echoing and repeating m mimicry the 
political menaces of the earth, swept with storm-clouds 
across that otherwise serene and radiant dawn whic 
should have heralded my approaching entrance into 
life? Inexplicable I have allowed myself to call this fatal 
error in my life, because such it must appear to others ; 
since, even to myself, so often as I fail to realise the 
case by reproducing a reflex impression in kind, and in 
degree, of the suffering before which my better angel 
gave way— yes, even to myself this collapse of my re- 
sisting energies seems inexplicable. Yet 
simple truth, now that it becomes possible, *roug 
changes worked by time, to tell the whole (and 

not, as in former editions, only a 
was no absolute mystery at all. But this c , 
common with many others, exemplifies to my imn 
the mere impossibility of making full ^tid frank Co 
fessions,’ whilst many of the persons concerned m the 
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incidents arc themselves surviving, or (which is worse 
still), if themselves dead and buried, are yet vicariously 
surviving in the persons of near and loving kinsmen. 
Rather than inllict mortifications upon people so 
circumstanced, any kindhearted man will choose to 
mutilate his narrative; will suppress facts, and will 
mystify explanations. For instance, at this point in my 
record, it has become my right, perhaps I might say 
my duty, to call a particular medical man of the pen- 
ultimate generation a blockhead; nay, doubtfully, to 
call him a criminal blockhead. Rut could I do this 


without deep compunction, so long as sons and 
daughters of his were still living, from whom I, when 
a boy, had received most hospitable attentions? Often, 
on the very same day which brought home to my 
sufluing convictions the atrocious ignorance of papa, 
I was benefiting by the courtesies of the daughters, 
and by the scientific accomplishments of the son. Not 
the less this man, at that particular moment when a 
(lisis of gloom was gathering over my path, became 
cnectually my evil genius. Not that singly perhaps he 
could have worked any durable amount of mischief: 
iut he, as a co-operator unconsciously with others, 
sealed and ratified that sentence of storinv sorrow then 
hanging over my head. I hree separate poisons, in 
fact, made themselves unintentional accomplices in 
that rum (a ruin reaching me even at this day bv its 
shadows) which threw me out a homeless vagrant 
upon the earth before I had accomplished mv seven- 
teenth year. Of these three persons, foremast came 
niyseh through my wilful despair ami resolute adjura- 
tion ot all secondary hope: since, after all. some mitiga- 
tion was possible, suppasing that perfect relief might 
not he possible. Secondly, came tliat medical rulVian 
uough whose brutal ignorance it happened that my 




malady had not been arrested before reaching an ad- 
vanced stage. Thirdly, came Mr. Lawson, through 
whose grow'ing infirmities it had arisen that this 
malady ever reached its very earliest stage. Strange it 
was, but not the less a fact, that Mr. Law-son was 
gradually becoming a curse to all who fell under his 
influence, through pure zealotry of conscientiousness. 
Being a worse man, he would have carried far deeper 
blessings into his circle. If he could have reconciled 
himself to an imperfect discharge of his duties, he 
would not have betrayed his insufficiency for those 
duties. But this he would not hear of. He persisted in 
travelling over the appointed course to the last inch: 
and the consequences told most painfully upon the 
comfort of all around him. By the old traditionary 
usages of the school, going in at seven a.m., we ought 
to have been dismissed for breakfast and a full hour s 
repose at nine. This hour of rest was in strict justice 
a debt to the students — liable to no discount either 
through the caprice or the tardiness of the supreme 
master. Yet such were the gradual encroachments 
upon this hour that at length the bells of the collegiate 
church,— which, by an ancient usage, rang every 
morning from half-past nine to ten, and through vary- 
ing modifications of musical key and rhythmus that 
marked the advancing stages of the half-hour,— 
regularly announced to us, on issuing from the schoo - 
room, that the bread and milk which composed our 
simple breakfast must be despatched at a pace fitter 
for the fowls of the air than students of Grecian phim- 
sophy. But was no compensatory encroachment for 
our benefit allow-ed upon the next hour from ten to 
eleven? Not for so much as the fraction of a second. 
Inexorably as the bells, by stopping, announced the 
hour of ten, was Mr. Lawson to be seen ascending the 
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steps of the school; and he that suffered most by this 
rigorous exaction of duties could not allege that Mr. 
Lawson suffered less. If he required others to pay, he 
also paid up to the last farthing. The same derange- 
ment took place, with the same refusal to benefit by 
any indemnification, at what should have been the two- 
hours pause for dinner. Only for some mysterious 
reason, resting possibly upon the family arrangements 
of the day-scholars, — which, if once violated, might 
have provoked a rebellion of fathers and mothers, — 
he still adhered faithfully to five o’clock p.m. as the 
closing hour of the day’s labours. 

Hcic then stood arrayed the whole machinery of mis- 
chief in good working order; and through six months 
or more, allowing for one short respite of four weeks, 
this machinery had been operating with effect. Mr. 
Lawson, to begin, had (without meaning it, or so 
much as perceiving it) barred up all avenues from 
morning to night through which any bodily exercise 
could be obtained. 1 wo or three chance intervals of 
five minutes each, and even these not consecutively 
arranged, composed the whole available fund of 
leisure out of which any stroll into tlie country could 
have been attempted. But in a great city like Man- 
chester tlic very suburbs had hardly been reached 
before that little fraction of time was exhausted. \’ery 
soon after Mr. Lawson’s increasing infirmities had be- 
gun to tell severely in the contraction of our spare 
time, the change showed itself powerfully in my droop- 
ing health. Gradually the liver became affected: and 
connected with that affection arose, what often accom- 
panies such ailments, profound melancholy. In such 
circumstances, indeed under any the slightest disturb- 
ance of my health, I had authority from mv guardians 
to call for medical advice : but I was not left to my own 
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discretion in selecting the adviser. This person was 
not a physician, who w'ould of course have expected 
the ordinary fee of a guinea for every visit; nor a sur- 
geon ; but simply an apothecary. In any case of serious 
illness a physician would have been called in. But a 
less costly style of advice was reasonably held to be 
sufficient in any illness which left the patient strength 
sufficient to walk about. Certainly it ought to have 
been sufficient here: for no case could possibly be 
simpler. Three doses of calomel or blue pill, which un- 
happily I did not then know, would no doubt have 
re-established me in a week. But far better, as acting 
always upon me with a magical celerity and a magical 
certainty, would have been the authoritative pre- 
scription (privately notified to Mr. Lawson) of seventy 
miles’ walking in each week. Unhappily my profes- 
sional adviser was a comatose old gentleman, rich be- 
yond all his needs, careless of his own practice, and 
standing under that painful necessity (according to 
the custom then regulating medical practice, which 
prohibited fees to apothecaries) of seeking his re- 
muneration in excessive deluges of medicine. Me, 
however, out of pure idleness, he forbore to plague 
with any variety of medicines. With sublime simplicity 
he confined himself to one horrid mixture, that must 
have suggested itself to him when prescribing for a 
tiger. In ordinary circumstances, and with plenty of 
exercise, no creature could be healthier than myself. 
But my organisation was perilously frail. And to fight 
simultaneously with such a malady and such a medi- 
cine seemed really too much. The proverb tells us that 
three ‘flittings’ are as bad as a fire. Very possibly. 
And I should think that, in the same spirit of reason- 
able equation, three such tiger-drenches must be equal 
to one apoplectic fit, or even to the tiger himself. 
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Having taken two of them, which struck me as quite 
enough for one life, I declined to comply with the 
injunction of the label pasted upon each several phial 
— viz. Repetaiur hatistus'; and, instead of doing any 

such dangerous thing, called upon Mr, (the 

apothecary), begging to know if his art had not 
amongst its reputed infinity of resources any less 
abominable, and less shattering to a delicate system 
than this. ‘None whatever/ he replied. Exceedingly 
kind he was ; insisted on my drinking tea with his really 
amiable daughters; but continued at intervab to re- 
peat ‘None whatever — none whatever*; then, as if 
rousing himself to an effort, he sang out loudly ‘None 
whatever,* which in this final utterance he toned down 
syllabically into ‘whatrrrr — evn — vn — er.* The whole 
wit of man, it seems, had exhausted itself upon the 
preparation of that one infernal mixture. 

Now then we three — Mr. Lawson, the somnolent 
apothecary, and myself — had amongst us accom- 
plished a climax of perplexity. Mr. Lawson, by mere 
dint of conscientiousness, had made health for me 
impossible. The apothecary had subscribed his little 
contribution, by ratifying and trebling the ruinous 
effects of this sedentariness. And for mvself, as last in 
the series, it now remained to clench the operation by 
my own little contribution, all that I really had to 
offer — viz. absolute despair. 'I'hose who have ever 
suffered from a profound derangement of the liver 
may happen to know that of human despondencies 
through all their infinite gamut none is more dcadlv. 
Hope died within me. I could not look for medical 
relief, so deep being my own ignorance, so equallydcep 
being that ol my oflicial counsellor. I could not expect 
that Mr. Lawson would modilv his svstem — his 

* ‘Let the draught be repeated.* 
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instincts of duty being so strong, his incapacity to face 
that duty so steadily increasing. ‘It comes then to 
this,’ thought I, ‘that in myself only there lurks any 
arrear of help’: as always for every man the ultimate 
reliance should be on himself. But this self of mine 
seemed absolutely bankrupt; bankrupt of counsel or 
device — of effort in the way of action, or of suggestion 
in the way of plan. I had for two months been pur- 
suing with one of my guardians what I meant for a 
negotiation upon this subject; the main object being 
to obtain some considerable abbreviation of my school 
residence. But negotiatioti was a self-flattering name 
for such a correspondence, since there never had been 
from the beginning any the slightest leaning on my 
guardian’s part towards the shadow or pretence of a 
compromise. What compromise, indeed, was possible 
where neither party could concede a part, however 
small: the whole must be conceded, or nothing: since 
no mezzo termine was conceivable. In reality, when my 
eyes first glanced upon that disagreeable truth — that 
no opening offered for reciprocal concession, that the 
concession must all be on one side — naturally it struck 
me that no guardian could be expected to do that. At 
the same moment it also struck me that my guardian 
had all along never for a moment been arguing with a 
view to any practical result, but simply in the hope that 
he might win over my assent to the reasonableness of 
what, reasonable or not, was settled immoveably. 
These sudden discoveries, flashing upon me simultan- 
eously, were quite sufficient to put a summary close to 
the correspondence. And I saw also, which strangely 
had escaped me till this general revelation of disap- 
pointments, that any individual guardian — even if he 
had been disposed to concession — was but one after all 
amongst five. Well; this amongst the general black- 
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ness really brought a gleam of comfort. If the whole 
object on which I had spent so much excellent paper 
and midnight tallow (I am ashamed to use so vile a 
word, and yet truth forbids me to say oil)y if this would 
have been so nearly worthless when gained, then it 
became a kind of pleasure to have lost it. All con- 
siderations united now in urging me to waste no more 
of cither rhetoric, tallow, or logic, upon my impassive 
granite block of a guardian. Indeed, I suspected, on 
reviewing his last communication, that he had just 
reached the last inch of his patience, or (in nautical 
diction) had ‘paid out* the entire cable by which he 
swung; so that, if I, acting on the apolhecary*s prece- 
dent of ^repetatur haiistusy had endeavoured to admin- 
ister another bolus or draught of c.xpostulation, he 
would have followed my course as to the tiger-drench, 
in applying his potential No to any such audacious 
attempt. 'I'o my guardian, meantime, I owe this 
justice — that, over and above the absence on my side 
of any arguments wearing even a colourable strength 
(for to him the sufTcring from biliousness must have 
been a mere word), he had tlie following weighty con- 
sideration to oiler, ‘which even this foolish boy’ (to 
himself he would say) ‘will think material some three 
years ahead.’ My patrimonial income, at the moment 
of my father’s death, like that of all my brothers (then 
three), was exactly £i^o per annum.* Now, according 
to the current belief, or boldly, one might say, accord- 
ing to the avowed traditional maxim throughout 

* ‘jf *50 per annutn : — Why in a long minority of more than 
fo\jrtccn years this was not improved, I never could Icam. 
Nobody was open to any suspicion of positive embezzlement: 
and yet this case must be added to the other cases of passive 
neglects and negative injuries which so extensively disfigure 
the representative picture of guardianship all over Christen- 
dom. 


England, such an income was too little for an under- 
graduate, keeping his four terms annually at Oxford 
or Cambridge. Too little-by how much? By £50: 

the adequate income being set down at just £200. 
Consequentlv the precise sum by which my income 
was supposed (falsely supposed, as subsequently my 
own experience convinced me) to fall short of the 
income needed for Oxford, was that very sum which 
the funds of the Manchester Grammar School allo- 
cated to every student resident for a period of three 
vears- and allocated not merely through a corre- 
sponding period of three years, but of seven years. 
Strong should have been the reasons that could neutra- 
lise such overwhelming pleadings of just and honour- 
able prudence for submitting to the further residence 
required. O reader, urge not the crying arguments 
that spoke so tumultuously against me. Too sorrow- 
fully I feel them. Out of thirty-six months residence 
required, I had actually completed nineteen— i.e. the 
better half. Still, on the other hand, it is true that rny 
sufferings were almost insupportable ; and, but for the 
blind unconscious conspiracy of two persor^, these 
sufferings would either (i) never have existed, or (2) 
would have been instantly relieved. In a great city 
like Manchester lay, probably, a shipload of that same 
mercury which, by one fragment, not so large as an 
acorn, would have changed the colour of a human hie, 
or would have intercepted the heavy funeral knell 
heavy, though it may be partially muffled— of his own 

fierce self-reproaches. 

But now, at last, came over me, from the mere excess 
of bodily suffering and mental disappointment, a 
frantic and rapturous re-agency. In the United States 
the case is well known, and many times has been 
described by travellers, of that furious instinct which. 



under a secret call for saline variations of diet, drives 
all the tribes of buffaloes for thousands of miles to the 
common centre of the ‘Salt-licks.’ Under such a com- 
pulsion does the locust, under such a compulsion does 
the leeming, traverse its mysterious path. They arc 
deaf to danger, deaf to the cry of battle, deaf to the 
trumpets of death. Let the sea cross their path, let 
armies with artillery bar the road, even these terrific 
powers can arrest only by destroying; and the most 
frightful abysses, up to the very last menace of cngulf- 
ment, up to the very instant of absorption, have no 
power to alter or retard the line of their inexorable 
advance. 

Such an instinct it was, such a rapturous command 
— even so potent, and alas! even so blind — that, under 
the whirl of tumultuous indignation and of new-born 
hope, suddenly transfigured my whole being. In the 
twinkling of an eye, I came to an adamantine resolu- 
tion not as if issuing from any act or any choice of 
my own, but as if passively received from some dark 
oracular legislation external to myself. That I would 
elope from Manchester — this was the resolution. 
Abscond would have been the word, if I had meditated 
anything criminal. Hut whence came the indignation, 
and the hope? The indignation arose naturally 
against my three tormentors (guardian, Archididas- 
< alus, and the professor of tigrolog^') ; for those who do 
substantially co-operate to one result, however little 
designing it, unavoidably the mind unifies as a hostile 
confederacy. But the hope-liow shall I explain that? 
Was it the first-born of the resolution, or was the reso- 
lution the first-born of the hope? Indivisibly they 
went together, like thunder and lightning; or each 
interchangeably ran before and after the other. Under 
tliat transcendent rapture which the prospect of sudden 
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liberation let loose, all that natural anxiety which 
should otherwise have interlinked itself with my antici- 
pations was actually drowned in the blaze of joy, as 
the light of the planet Mercury is lost and confounded 
on sinking too far within the blaze of the solar beams. 
Practically I felt no care at all stretching beyond two 
or three weeks. Not as being heedless and improvi- 
dent ; my tendencies lay generally in the other direc- 
tion. No ; the cause lurked in what Wordsworth, when 
describing the festal state of France during the happy 
morning-tide of her First Revolution (1788-1790), 
calls 'the senselessness of jof : this it was, joy headlong 
—frantic— irreflective— and (as Wordsworth truly calls 
it), for that very reason, sublime ^ — which swallowed up 
all'capacities of rankling care or heart-corroding doubt. 

I was, I had been long, a captive : I was in a ho^e ot 
bondage : one fulminating word — Let there be freedom— - 
spoken from some hidden recess in my own will, had 
as by an earthquake rent asunder my prison gates. At 
any minute I could walk out. Already I trod by anti- 
cipation the sweet pastoral hills, already I breathed 
gales of the everlasting mountains, that to my feelings 
blew from the garden of Paradise ; and in that vestibule 
of an earthly heaven it was no more possible for me to 
see vividly or in any lingering detail the thorny cares 
which might hereafter multiply around me than 
amongst the roses of June, and on the loveliest of June 
mornings, I could gather depression from the glooms 

of the last December. 

To go was settled. But when and whither. When 
could have but one answer ; for on more reasons than 

’ ‘The senselessness of joy was then sublinie. 
worth at Calais in 1802 (see his sonnets), looking 
thirteen years to the great era of social resurrection, m J 7 9 i 

from a sleep of ten centuries. 
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one I needed summer weather, and as much of it as 
possible. Besides that, when August came, it would 
bring along with it my own birth-day: now, one 
codicil in my general vow of freedom had been that 
my seventeenth birth-day should not find me at school. 
Still I needed some trifle of preparation. Espcciallv I 
needed a little money. I wrote, therefore, to the only 
confidential friend that I had— viz. Lady Carbery. 
Originally, as early friends of my mother’s, both she 
and Lord C arbery had distinguished me at Bath and 
elsewhere, for some years, by flattering attentions; 
and, for the last three years in particular. Lady Car- 
bery, a young woman some ten years older than my- 
sell, and who was as remarkable for her intellectual 
pretensions as she was lor her beauty and her benevo- 
lence, had maintained a correspondence with me upon 
questions of literature. She thought too highly of my 
powers and attainments, and everywhere spoke of me 
with an enthusiasm that, if I had been five or six years 
older, and had possessed any personal advantages, 
might have raised smiles at her expense. To her 
I now wrote, requesting the loan of live guineas. A 
whole week passed without any answer." This per- 
plexed and made me uneasy: for her ladyship was rich 
by a vast fortune removetl entirely from her husband’s 
contiol, and, as I felt assured, would have cheerfully 
sent me twenty times the sum asked, unless her sagacity 
had suggested some suspicion (which seemed impos- 
sible) of the real purposes which I contemplated in the 
employment of the live guineas. C'.ould I incautiously 
have said anything in my own letter tending that way? 

Certainly not ; then why But at that moment my 

speculations were cut short by a letter bearing a coro- 
ncted seal. It was Irom Lady Carberv, of course, and 
enclosed ten guineas instead of five. Slow in those 
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days were the mails; besides which, Lady Carbery 
happened to be down at the seaside, whither my letter 
had been sent after her. Now, then, including my own 
pocket-money, I possessed a dozen guineas; which 
seemed sufficient for my immediate purpose ; and all 
ulterior emergencies, as the reader understands, 1 
trampled under foot. This sum, however, spent at 
inns on the most economic footing, could not have 
held out for much above a calendar month ; and, as to 
the plan of selecting secondary inns, these are not 
always cheaper ; but the main objection is that m ffie 
solitary stations amongst the mountains (Cambrian 
no less than Cumbrian) there is often no chmce to be 
found: the high-priced inn is the only one. Even this 
dozen of guineas it became necessary to dimmish by 
three. The age of ‘vails’ and perquisites to three or 
four servants at any gentleman’s house where you 
dined— this age, it is true, had passed away by thirty 
years perhaps. But that flagrant abuse had no con- 
nexion at all with the English custom of distributing 
money amongst that part of the domestics whose daily 
labours may have been increased by a visitor s resi- 
dence in the family for some considerable space of time. 
This custom (almost peculiar, I believe, to the Englis 
gentry) is honourable and just. I personally had been 
trained by my mother, who detested sordid habits, to 
look upon it as ignominious in a gentlemari to leave a 
household without acknowledging the obliging services 
of those who cannot openly remind him of their claims. 
On this occasion, mere necessity compelled me to 
overlook the housekeeper : for to her I could not have 
offered less than two or three guineas; and, as she was 
a fixture, I reflected that I might send it at some future 
period. To three inferior servants I found that I ought 
not to give less than one guinea each : so much, there- 
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fore, I left in the hands of G , the most honourable 

and upright of boys; since to have given it myself 
would have been prematurely to publish my purpose. 
'I'hese three guineas deducted, I still had nine, or 
thereabouts. And now all things were settled, except 
one: the when was settled, and the how; but not the 
ivhither. I'hat was still sub judice. 

My plan originally had been to travel northwards 
— viz. to the region of the English Lakes. That little 
mountainous district, lying stretched like a pavilion 
between four well-known points, — viz. the small towns 
of Ulvcrstone and IVnrith as its two poles, south and 
north, between Kendal, again, on the cast, and 
Egremont on the west, — measuring on the one dia- 
meter about forty miles, and on the other perhaps 
thirty-five — had for me a secret fascination, subtle, 
sweet, fantastic, and even from my seventh or eighth 
year spiritually strong. I'he southern section of that 


district, about eighteen or twenty miles long, which 
bears the name of I'urness, figurt's in the eccentric 
geography of English law as a section of Lancashire, 
though separated from that county by the estuary 
of Morccambe Bay: and therefore, as Lancashire 
happened to be my own native county, I had from 
childhood, on the strength ol this mere legal fiction, 
cherished as a mystic privilege, slender as a filament 
ol air, some fraction ol denizenship in the fairy little 
domain of the English Lakes. The major part of these 
lakes lies in Westmoreland and Cumberland: but the 
tiweet reposing little water of l^thwaite, with its few 
emerald fields, and the grander one of Coniston, with 
the sublime cluster ol mountain groups, and the little 
network ol quiet dells lurking about its head* all the 


' 'Its Thnt end of a Inko which receives the rivulets 

pad brooks feeding us waters is locally called its head\ and. 
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way back to Grasmere, lie in or near the upper chamber 
of Furness; and all these, together with the ruins of the 
once glorious abbey, had been brought out not many 
years before into sunny splendour by the great enchan- 
tress of that generation — Anne Radcliffe. But more 
even than Anne Radcliffe had the landscape painters, 
so many and so various, contributed to the glorifica- 
tion of the English lake district; drawing out and 
impressing upon the heart the sanctity of repose in its 
shy recesses — its alpine grandeurs in such passes as 
those of Wastdale-head, Langdale-head, Borrowdale, 
Kirkstone, Hawsdale, &c., together with the monastic 
peace which seems to brood over its peculiar form of 
pastoral life, so much nobler (as Wordsworth notices) 
in its stern simplicity and continual conflict with 
danger hidden in the vast draperies of mist over- 
shadowing the hills, and amongst the armies of snow 
and hail arrayed by fierce northern winters, than the 

in continuation of the same constructive image, the counter 
terminus, which discharges its surplus water, is called its /oof. 
By the way, as a suggestion from this obvious distinction, 

I may remark that in all cases the very existence of a head 
and a foot to any sheet of water defeats the malice of Lord 
Bvron’s sneer against the lake poets, in calling them hy the 
contemptuous designation of 'pond poets’; a variation which 
some part of the public readily caught up as a natural rever- 
beration of that spitefulness, so petty and apparently so 
groundless, which notoriously Lord Byron cherished against 
Wordsworth steadily, and more fitfully against Southey, i he 
effect of transforming a living image^ an image o rest ess 
motion — into an image of foul stagnation was langi y appre 
hensible. But what was it that contradistinguished the vtm 
locus' of Virgil from rotting ponds mantled with verdant slime ! 
To have, or not to have, a head and a foot {t.e. a principle o 
perpetual change) is at the very heart of this distinction; and 
lo substitute for lake a term which ignores and negatives the 
very differential principle that constitutes a lake— viz. is 
current and its eternal mobility — is to offer an insult m , 

the insulted party has no interest or concern, 
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cfTcminatc shepherd’s life in the classical Arcadia, or 
in the flowery pastures of Sicily. 

Amongst these attractions that drew me so strongly 
to the Lakes, there had also by that time arisen in this 
lovely region the deep deep magnet (as to me only in 
all this world it then was) of William Wordsworth, 
Inevitably this close connexion of the poetry which 
most of all had moved me with the particular region 
and scenery that most of all had fastened upon my 
alTcctions, and led captive my imagination, was cal- 
culated, under ordinary circumstances, to impress 
upon my fluctuating deliberations a summary and 
decisive bias. But the very depth of the impressions 
which had been made upon me, either as regarded 
the poetry or the scenery, was too solemn and (un- 
aflcctcdly I may say it) too spiritual, to clothe itself 
in any hasty or chance movement as at all adequately 
expressing its strength, or reflecting its hallowed 
character. If you, reader, were a devout Mahometan, 
throwing gazes of mystical awe daily towards Mecca, 
or were a Christian devotee looking with the same rapt 
adoration to St. Peter’s at Rome, or to El Kodah, the 
Holy City of Jerusalem (so called even amongst the 
Arabs, who hate both Christian and Jew), — how pain- 
fully would it jar upon your sensibilities if some friend, 
sweeping past you upon a high road, with a train 
(according to the circumstances) of dromedaries or of 
wheel carriages, should suddenly pull up, and say, 
‘Come, old fellow, jump up alongside of me; TmofTfor 
the Red Sea, and here *s a spare dromedary,* or ‘Off 
for Rome, and here’s a well-cushioned barouclte.* 
Seasonable and convenient it might happen that the 
invitation were; but still it would shock you that a 
journey which, with or without your consent, could 
not but assume the character eventually of a saintly 
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pilgrimage, should arise and take its initial movement 
upon a casual summons, or upon a vulgar opening of 
momentary convenience. In the present case, under 
no circumstances should I have dreamed of presenting 
myself to Wordsworth. The principle of veneration 
(to speak phrenologically) was by many degrees too 
strong in me for any such overture on my part. Hardly 
could I have found the courage to meet and to answer 
such an overture coming from him. I cou d not even 
tolerate the prospect (as a bare possibility) of Words- 
worth’s hearing my name first of all associated with 
some case of pecuniary embarrassment And, apart 
from all that, it vulgarised the whole interest (no 
other term can I find to express the case collectively) 
—the whole ‘interest’ of poetry and the encharited 
land— equally it vulgarised person and thing, the vine- 
yard and the vintage, the gardens and the ladies, 
of the Hesperides, together with all their golden 
fruitage, if I should rush upon them in a hurried and 
thoughtless state of excitement. I remembered t e 
fine caution on this subject involved m a tradition 
preserved by Pausanias. Those (he tells us) who visited 
by night the great field of Marathon (where at cermrn 
times phantom cavalry careered, flying and pursuing) 
in a temper of vulgar sight-seeking, and under no 
higher impulse than the degrading one of curiosity, 
were met and punished severely in the dark, y t e 
same sort of people, I presume, as those who handled 
Falstaff so roughly in the venerable shades of W mdsor^ 
whilst loyal visitors, who came bringing a true an 
filial sympathy with the grand deeds of their t 
ancestors, who came as children of the same ear , 
met with the most gracious acceptance, and u i e 
all the purposes of a pilgrimage or sacre missiom 
Under my present circumstances, I saw that the very 
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motives of love and honour, which would have in- 
clined the scale so powerfully in favour of the northern 
lakes, were exactly those which drew most heavily in 
the other direction — the circumstances being what 
they were as to hurry and perplexity. And just at that 
moment suddenly unveiled itself another powerful 
motive against taking the northern direction — viz. 
consideration for my mother — which made my heart 
recoil from giving her too great a shock; and in what 
other way could it be mitigated than by my personal 
presence in a case of emergency? For such a purpose 
North \\alcs would be the best haven to make for, 
since the road thither from my present home lay 
through Chester, — where at that time my mother had 
fixed her residence. 

If I had hesitated (and hesitate I did very sincerely) 
about such a mode of expressing the consideration due 
to my mother, it was not from any want of decision in 
my feeling, but really because I feared to be taunted 
with this act of tenderness, as arguing an exaggerated 
estimate of my own importance in my mother's eyes. 
1 o be capable of causing any alarming shock, must I 
not suppose myself an object of special interest? No: 
1 did not agree to that inference. But no matter. 
Belter to stand ten thousand sneers than one abiding 
pang, such as time could not abolish, of bitter self- 
reproach. So I resolved to lace this taunt without 
flinching, and to steer a course for St.John's Priory,— 
my mother’s residence near CUiester. At the vcr>' in- 
stant ol coming to this resolution, a singular accident 
occurred to confirm it. On the very day before my 
rash journey commenced, I received through the posl- 
oflicc a letter bearing this address in a foreign hand- 
writiryg—zl Monsieur Monsieur de Qxiincyy Chester. This 
iteration of the Monsieur, as a courteous French 
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fashion' for effecting something equivalent to our own 
Esquire, was to me at that time an unintelligible noveUy . 
The best way to explain it was to read the letter , w ic , 
to the extent of mot. possible, I did, but vainly auempted 
to decipher. So much, however, I spe led out as 
satisfied me that the letter could not have been meant 
for myself. The postmark was, I think, Hamburgh: but 
the date within was from some place in Normandy; 
and eventually it came out that the person addressed 
was a poor emigrant, some relative of Quatremere de 
Quincy,^ who had come to Chester, probably as a 
teacher of French, and now in 1 802 found his return 
to France made easy by the brief and hollow peace of 
Amiens. Such an obscure person was naturally un- 
known to any English post-office; and the letter had 
been forwarded to myself, as the oldest male member 
of a family at that time necessarily well known m 

wls astonished to find myself translated by a touch 


. >As a courteous French fashion not a tall 

fashion That famous Countess of Derby (Charlotte de 
Tremouille) who presided in the defence of Lathom House 
(which, and not Knowsley. was then the capital domicile of 
ke Stanleys), when addressing Prince Rupert, 
superscribes her envelope A Monsetgneur le f ^ 

but sometimes A Monsieur Monsieur le 

was in .644. the year of Marston Moor, and the penultimate 

year of the Parliamentary War. ^ ^ o.nnrv 

» ‘De Quincy’ -.-The family of De Quincey, or 

or Quincie (spelt of course, like all proper 

anarchy prevailing as to orthography until the last 

hundred and fifty years, in every possible 

caprice), was originally Norwegian. . South- 

century this family emigrated ^g^ms— 

and since then it has thrown off three writes 

French, English, and Anglo-American-each 
the name with its own slight variations. A 
their migrations wiU be found in the Appendix [Page 284-] 




of the pen not only into a Motisieury but even into a 
self-multiplied Alonsieur; or, speaking algebraically, 
into the square of Monsieur; having a chance at some 
future day of being perhaps cubed into Monsieur. 
From the letter, as I had hastily torn it open, out 
dropped a draft upon Smith, Payne, & Smith for 
somewhere about forty guineas. At this stage of the 
revelations opening upon me, it might be fancied that 
the interest of the case thickened: since undoubtedly, 
if this windfall could be seriously meant for myself, 
and no mistake, never descended upon the head of man, 
in the outset of a perilous adventure, aid more season- 
able, nay, more melodramatically critical. But alas! 
my eye is quick to value the logic of evil chances. 
Prophet of evil I ever am to myself: forced for ever 
into sorrowful auguries that I have no power to hide 
from my own heart, no, not through one night’s 
solitary dreams. In a moment I saw too plainly that 
I was not Monsieur. I might be iMonsieur, but not 
Afonsieur to the second power. Who indeed could be my 
debtor to the amount of forty guineas? If there really 
was such a person, why had he been so many years in 
liquidating his debt? How shameful to sufler me to 
enter upon my seventeenth year before he made known 
his debt, or even his amiable existence. Doubtless, in 
strict morals, this dreadful procrastination could not 
be justified. Still, as the man was apparently testifying 
his penitence, and in the most practical form (viz. 
payment), I felt perfectly willing to grant him absolu- 
don for past sins, and a general release from all arrears, 
if any should remain, through all coming generations. 
But alas! the mere seasonableness of the remittance 
doored my hopes. A live-guinea debtor might have 
been a conceivable being: such a debtor might exist 
in the flesh: him I could believe in; but further my 
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faith would not go ; and, if the money were, after al^ 

bond fide meant for myself, clearly it ^ f ° 

the Fiend; in which case it became an open q^esti 
vvLther I ought to take it. At this stage the case had 

become a Sphinx’s riddle; and the J 

must be sought in the letter. But, as to the letter, 

heaven and earth! if the Sphinx of old conducted her 
intercourse with Oedipus by way of letter, and pro- 
pounded her wicked questions through the post-office 
of Thebes, it strikes me that she needed only to have 
Id tench penmanship in order to baffle ffiatjam 
decipherer of riddles for ever and ever. At Bath, where 
ffie French emigrants mustered in great strength (six 
thousand, I have heard) during the three closing years 
of the last century, I, through my mother * acquain- 
tance with several leading families amongst them had 
gained a large experience of French caligraphy. From 
ffiis experience I had learned that the French aristo 
cracv still persisted (did persist at that period, 1797 
1800^) in a traditional contempt for all accornplish- 
meni of that class as clerUy and P^beian fitted offiy 
(as Shakspere says, when recording stmijar prej 
dices amongst his own countrymen) to do yeoman 
e^c^ oL and all, they delegated the care of their 

spdling to valets .nd femmes-de-chambre; sometimes even 

tLse persons who scoured their blankets and count - 
panesLured their spelling-that is to say, then w ek- 

Ly spelling; but, as to their Sunday spdl ng ffia^ 
superfine spelling which they 

in literature, this was consigned to the Cfre ^ com 
positors. Letters wriuen by the royal 
in 1792-93 still survive, in the memoir ^ 

others amongst their most faithful ^ 

play the utmost excess of ignorance as o gr ^ 

ortLgraphy. Then, as to the penmanship, aU seemed 
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to write the same hand, and with the same piece of 
most ancient wood, or venerable skewer; all alike 
scratching out stiff perpendicular letters, as if executed 
(I should say) with a pair of snuffers. I do not speak 
thus in any spirit of derision. Such accomplishments 
were wilfully neglected, and even ambitiously, as if in 
open proclamation of scorn for the arts by which 
humbler people oftentimes got their bread. And a 
man of rank would no more conceive himself dis- 
honoured by any deficiencies in the snobbish accom- 
plishments of penmanship, grammar, or correct 
orthography, than a gentleman amongst ourselves by 
inexpertness in the mystery of cleaning shoes, or of 
polishing furniture. The result, however, from this 
systematic and ostentatious neglect of caligraphy is 
oftentimes most perplexing to all who are called upon 
to decipher their MSS. It happens, indeed, that the 
product of this carelessness thus far differs: always it is 
coarse and inelegant, but sometimes (say in i-20th of 
the cases) it becomes specially legible. Far otherwise 
was the case before me. Being gready hurried on this 
my farewell day, I could not make out two consecutive 
sentences. Unfortunately, one-half of a sentence 
sufficed^ to show that the enclosure belonged to some 
needy Frenchman living in a country not his own, and 
struggling probably with the ordinary evils of such a 
condition— friendlessncss and exile. Before the letter 
^me into my hands, it had already suffered some 
days delay. When I noticed this, I found my sym- 
pathy with the poor stranger naturally quickened. 
Already, and unavoidably, he had been suffering from 
the vexation of a letter delayed; but henceforth, and 
continually more so, he must be sun'ering from the 
anxieties of a letter gone astray. Throughout this fare- 
well day I was unable to carve out any opportunity 


for going up to tlie Manchester Post-office ; and, witli- 
out a distinct explanation in my own person, exonerat- 
ing myself, on the written acknowledgment of the post- 
office, from all farther responsibility, I w^ most 
reluctant to give up the letter. It is true that the 
necessity of committing a forgery (which crime m 
those days was punished inexorably with death) before 
the money could have been fraudulently appropriated 
would, if made known to the public, have acquitted 
any casual holder of the letter from all suspicion 
of dishonest intentions. But the danger was that 
during the suspense and progress of the case whilst 
awaiting its final settlement, ugly rumoun should 
arise and cling to one’s name amongst the many 
that would hear only a fragmentary version of the 

whole affair. ... 

At length all was ready. Midsummer, like 

army with banners, was moving through the heavens ; 
already the longest day had passed; those arrange- 
ments, few and imperfect, through which I aUempted 
some partial evasion of disagreeable contingenci^ 
likely to arise, had been finished -. what more remained 
for me to do of things that I was able to do None , 
and yet, though now at last free to move off, I lingered , 
lingered as under some sense of dim perplexity, or 
even of relenting love for the very captivity itself 
which I was making so violent an effort to abjure, but 
more intelligibly for all the external objects, living or 
inanimate, by which that captivity had been sur- 
rounded and gladdened. What I was hastening to 
desert, nevertheless I grieved to desert ; and, but or 
the foreign letter, I might have long continued to loiter 
and procrastinate. That, however, through vari^ 
and urgent motives which it suggested, quickened my 

movements; and the same hour which brought this 
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letter into my hands witnessed my resolution (uttered 
audibly to myself in my study) that early on the next 
day I would take my departure. A day, therefore, had 
at length arrived, had somewhat suddenly arrived, 
which would be the last, the very last, on which I 
should make my appearance in the school. 

It is a just and a feeling remark ot Dr. Johnson’s 
that we never do anything consciously for the last time 
fof things, that is to say, which we have been long in 
the habit of doing) without sadness of heart. The 
secret sense of a farewell or testamentary act I carried 
along with me into every word or deed of this memor- 
able day. Agent or patient, singly or one of a crowd, 
I heard for ever some sullen echo of valediction in 
every change, casual or periodic, that varied the 
revolving hours from morning to night. Most of all I 
felt this valedictory sound as a pathetic appeal when 
the closing hour of five p.m. brought with it the solemn 
evening service of the English Church— read by Mr. 
Lawson ; read now, as always, under a reverential still- 
ness of the entire school. Already in itself, without the 
solemnity of prayers, the decaying light of the dying 
<iay suggests a mood of pensive and sympathetic sad- 
ness. And, if the changes in the light are less impres- 
sively made known so early as five o’clock in the depth 
of summer-tide, not the less we arc sensible of being 
as near to the hours of repose, and to the secret dangers 
of the night, as if the season were mid-winter. Even 
thus far there was something that oftentimes had pro- 
foundly impressed me in this evening liturgy', and its 
special prayer against the perils of darkness. But 
greatly ^vas that effect deepened by the s>Tnbolic 
treatment which this liturgy gives to this darkness and 
to these perils. Naturally, when contemplating that 
treatment, I had been led vividly to Icel the memor- 

84 


able rhahdomancf or magical 

Christianity has put forth here and m parallel cas . 

. •Rhabdomancy- :-The Greek word 

- one o^he many^dark 

sources sanctioned by Pagan supers i • 

the particular source relied on is woJd for 

of the compound. For instance, oneiros ‘ ^ mode of 

a dream; and therefore 

prophecy which is founded upon th P common 

Ornis, again (in the genitive case 

prophecy founded on ‘he particula ? 

amongst any casual gathering of birds. Chetr (x P> 

for thl hand; whence che^romancy ^-P-^^^^^.f^rfunder it 
dieting a man’s fortune by the lines and 

Latin form from palma) on the answer 

consequently necromancy, P^'^P^ ^Yitch of Endor, or 

extorted either from phantoms, a y Frictho. 1 have 

from the corpse itself, as by Lucan s w - the 

allowed myself to wander into this ample flus rati^^ 

case, having for many years taxed by i 

(confessing their own classica g Greek 

explanations of my meaning. I g , the 

word rhabdos (pd^So,). a rod-rrot that sort of rodjh 

Roman lictors carrted. via. a bundle of ‘-^•^^;',\;:::,dinary 
as thick as a common cedar pencil, , ^ willow-tree, 

brass rod of stair-carpets— this, when ^ southern county 

furnished of old, and furnishes to this ay * g j ^ jt be 

of England, a potent instrument much 

understood that divination expresse prophecy, 

than the word prophecy: whilst even J,ously 

already more linaited than divinati , Rible. To unveil 
narrowed in our received translation o meaning of 

or decipher what is hidden— that is, ‘ paul the 

divination. And. accordingly, m t the English 

phrase gi/tro/prop/zecy never once II interpretation 

reader supposes, but exegetic giit , ^ j ^bat is logi* 
applied .0 what ia dark, of condertsed. 

cally perplexed, of expansion app be 

of practical improvement applied to 



I'lie ordinary physical rhabdomantist, who under- 
takes to evoke from the dark chambers of our earth 
wells of water lying far below its surface, and more 
rarely to evoke minerals, or hidden deposits of jewels 
and gold, by some magnetic sympathy between his 
rod and the occult object of his divination, is able to 
indicate the spot at which this object can be hopefully 
sought for. Not otherwise has the marvellous magne- 
tism of Christianity called up from darkness sentiments 
the most august, previously inconceivable, formless, 


overlooked as purely speculat;ve. In Somersetshire, which is 
a county the most ill-watered of all in England, upon building 
a house, there arises uniformly a difficulty in selecting a proper 
spot for sinking a well. The remedy is to call in a set of local 
rhabdomanlists. These men traverse the adjacent ground, 
holding the willow rod horizontally: wherever that dips, or 
inclines itself spontaneously to the ground, there will be found 
water. 1 have myself not only seen the process tried with 
success, but have witnessed the enormous trouble, delay, and 
expense, accruing to those of the opposite faction who refused 
to benefit by this art. To pursue the tentative plan (i.e. the 
plan of trying for water by boring at haphazard) ended, so far 
as I was aware, in multiplied vexation. In reality, these poor 
men arc, after all, more philosophic than those who scornfully 
reject J <^ir services. For the artists obey unconsciously the 
logic of Lord Hacon : they build upon a long chain of induction, 
upon the uniform results of their life-long experience. But the 
counter faction do not deny this experience: all they have to 
allege is that, agreeably to any laws known to themselves a 
pnon, there ought not to be any such experience. Now. a 
sufficient course of facts overthrows all antecedent plausi- 
bilities. \\ hatever science or scepticism mav sav. most of the 
tea-kettles in the vale of Wringlon are tilled bv rhatniomancy. 
And. after all. the supposed a priori scruples against this 
rhnbdomancy arc only such scruples as would, antecedently 
to a trial, have pronounced the mariner’s compass impossible. 
I here is in both cases alike a blind sympathy of some unknown 
orve « uch no man can explain, with a passive index that 

praccally guides you ar.«ht-even if Mcphistophcles should 
be at the bottom of the affair. 
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and without life ; for previously there ^ad J>«n^no 
religious philosophy equal to the tas ° ^ 

sentiments ; but also, at the same ume, JY ^arnatmg 

these sentiments in images of JT^hem 

it has so exalted their character as to lodge them 

eternally in human hearts. in their 

beauty. Ml » M ,^3 of 

goreeous as the heavens, had tnroug 

'y^X „ .he heriUtge of c>>MM-r>'”~dtoly 

Jewellery of God only by llu.-when 

voice of Christianity, countersigning th 

infancy, raised them to a grandeur ‘ransc^d ^ ^ 

Hebrew throne, although founded ^ God^ ^hn^el , 

and pronounced Solomon m aU his sfory 

array'^d like one of these. Winds 

the eternal breathings, soft or lou , o ^ped all 

wherefore had they, raving “^^Sn it 

moral arrest and detention. Simp ^ jpo^al 

were to offer a nest for the reception 

birth whilst no religion is yet r^oving 

that can furnish such a birth. sentiment 

should illustrate a heavenly neces- 

sa^ to the purposes of a spiritual «hgton jhat the 

.pS. of mau° » .he foumin of aU jehg.o J 

some commensurate reflex imag the pomp 

and i» m,..eriou.n.» embtoued sudd^y 

and mysterious path of win an nian 

whither they list, and from ^ ^ ^ neglect to give 
knows, are cited from darkness 

and to receive reciprocally an illustrates 

tion, where the lower mystery ens earthly specta- 

the higher. Call for the grandest of ^ ^ CaU 

cles, what is that? It is the sun going to his rest. 
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for the grandest of all human sentiments, what is that? 
It is that man should forget his anger before he lies 
down to sleep. And these two grandeurs, the mighty 
sentiment and the mighty spectacle, are by Christianity 
married together. 

Here again, in his prayer ‘Lighten our darkness, we 
beseech thee, O Lord!* were the darkness and the 
great shadows of night made symbolically significant: 
these great powers, Night and Darkness, that belong 
to aboriginal Chaos, were made representative of the 
perils that continually menace poor afflicted human 
nature. With deepest sympathy I accompanied the 
prayer against the perils of darkness — perils that I 
seemed to see, in the ambush of midnight solitude, 
brooding around the beds of sleeping nations; perils 
from even worse forms of darkness shrouded within the 
recesses of blind human hearts; perils from tempta- 
tions weaving unseen snares for our fooling; perils 

from the limitations of our own misleading know- 
ledge. 

I rayers had finished. The school had dissolved 
itself. Six o’clock came, seven, eight. By three hours 
nearer stood the dying day to its departure. By three 
hours nearer, therefore, stood we to that darkness 
which our English liturgy calls into such symbolic 
grandeur, as hiding beneath its shadowy mantle all 
perils that besiege our human infirmity. But in 
summer, in the immediate suburbs of mid-summer, the 
vast scale of the heavenly movements is read in their 

slowness. Time becomes the expounder of Space. And 

now, though eight o’clock had struck, the sun was still 

fingering above the horizon: the light, broad and gaudv, 

having still two hours of travel to face before it wouid 
assume that tender fading hue prelusive to the twilight.* 
* To the ttctlighV:—i.e. to the second twilight: for I remem- 
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Now came the last official ceremony of the day : the 
students were all mustered; and the names ol all 
were challenged according to the order of pre- 
cedency. My name, as usual, came first.' Steppmg 
forward, I passed Mr. Lawson, and bowed to him, 

ber to have read in some German work upon Hebrew anti- 
quities, and also in a great English divine of 1630 (namely, 
Isaac Ambrose), that the Jews in elder t^es made two twi- 
lights. first and second: the first they called the dove s twilight, 
or crepusculum of the day; the second they called the raven s 

twiliRht, or crepusculum of the night. 

1 — Within the school I should not have been first, 

for in the trinity which composed the head class there was no 
absolute or meritorious precedency, but simply a precedency 
of chance. Our dignity, as leaders of the school, raised us 
above all petty competitions; yet, as it was unavoidable to 
stand in some order, this was regulated by seniority. 1. there- 
fore. as junior amongst the three, was tertius inter pares. But 
my two seniors happened to be day-scholars: so that, in 
Mr Lawson’s house. I rose into the supreme place. Ihere, 

I was princeps senatiis. Such trivial circumstantialities I notice, 
as checks upon all openings to inaccuracy, great or small. 
It would vitiate the interest which any reader might other\ust 
take in this narrative, if for one moment it were supposed that 
any feature of the case were varnished or distorted. From the 
very first I had been faithful to the most rigorous law ot 
accuracy-even in absolute trifies. But I became even more 
jealous over myself, after an Irish critic, specially bnllian 
as a wit and as a scholar, but also specially malicious, had 
attempted to impeach the accuracy of my narrative, m i s 

London section, upon alleged internal grounds. 

I wish it could have been said with truth, that we of the 

leading form were, not a triad, but a duad. The facts. 

of the case will not allow me to say this^ Facts as people 

generally remark, are stubborn thmgs. Yes and to° 

very spiteful things; as in this case, where, tf tt were not for 

thZi, I might describe myself as having one 

the class, and in that case he and I might hav ,, 

to Castor and Pollux, who went up down like alte 

buckets-one rising with the dawm (or Phosphorus .and th ^ 

other (viz. myself) rising with Hesperus, and reigning 

night long. 
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looking earnestly in his face, and saying to myself, ‘He 
is old and infirm, and in this world I shall not see him 
again.’ I was right; I never did see him again, nor 
ever shall. He looked at me complacently; smiled 
placidly; returned my salutation (not knowing it to be 
my valediction) ; and we parted for ever. Intellec* 
tually, I might not have seen cause to reverence him 
in any emphatic sense. But very sincerely I respected 
him as a conscientious man, faithful to his duties, and 
as, even in his latter inefiectual struggle with these 
duties, inflicting more suffering upon himself than 
upon others; finally, I respected him as a sound and 
accurate (though not brilliant) scholar. Personally I 
owed him much gratitude; for he had been uniformly 
kind to me, and had allowed me such indulgences as 
lay in his power; and I grieved at the thought of the 
mortification I should inflict upon him. 

rhe morning came which was to launch me into 
the world; that morning from which, and from its 
consequences, my whole succeeding life has, in many 
important points, taken its colouring. At half after 
three I rose, and gazed with deep emotion at the 
ancient collegiate church, ‘dressed in earliest light,’ 
and beginning to crimson with the deep lustre of a 
cloudless July morning. I was firm and immoveable 
in my purpose, but yet agitated by anticipation of 
uncertain danger and troubles. To this agitation the 
deep peace of the morning presented an affecting con- 
trast, and in some degree a medicine. The silence was 
more profound than that of midnight: and to me the 
silence of a summer morning is more touching than all 
other silence, because, the light being broad and 
strong as that of noonday at other seasons of the year, 
it seems to differ from perfect day chiefly because man 
is not yet abroad, and thus the peace of nature, and 
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of the innocent creatures of God, seems to be secure 
and deep only so long as the presence of man, and h 
unquiet spirit, are not there to double rts sanct.ty I 
dressed myself, took my hat and gloves, and lingered 

a little in the room. For nearly a Vf ^ " read 
room had been my ‘pensive citadel’ : here I had read 

and studied through all the hours of night and, 

though true it was that, for the latter 
I had lost my gaiety and peace of mind during the 

strife and fever of contention with my ^ ’ 

on the other hand, as a boy 

and dedicated to intellectual pursuits, I ^ 

to have enjoyed many happy hours in the midst ot 

"C'tuiT and waa i. 

again I should enjoy hours oi happy . At ‘ ^ P 

is not impossible that, left to my own final 
I might Lve receded from my plan. But i seemed m 

me, as too often happens in such cases, ^ j 

was now open. The confidence whic u ^ ^ 

had reposed in a groom of Mr. Lawson s made i 
dangerL. The effect of this distracted view was no 
to alter my plan, but to throw despondency for one 
sad half-hour over the whole prospect befo • ^ 

that condition, with my eyes open, 'th like 

denly a sort of trance, a frost as f 
revelation, wrapped round me ; and ou 

within me a hateful remembrance derived from « 
moment that I had long left behind. ^ 

when I wanted about as much of my bft 

day as now of my seventeenth, I r • ^ my 

London for part of a single day, with 

own age. Naturally, amongst some eig 

spectacles which challenged our ^ ^ ^i^ited, 

Paul’s Cathedral had been one. This we n 
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and consequently the Whispering Gallery.* More 
than by all beside I had been impressed by this: and 
some half-hour later, as we were standing beneath the 
dome, and I should imagine pretty nearly on the very 
spot where rather more than five years subsequently 
Lord Nelson was buried, — a spot from which we saw, 
pompously floating to and fro in the upper spaces 
of a great aisle running westwards from ourselves, 
many flags captured from France, Spain, and Holland, 
— I, having my previous impressions of awe deepened 
by these solemn trophies of chance and change amongst 
mighty nations, had suddenly been surprised by a 
dream as profound as at present, in which a thought 
that often had persecuted me figured triumphantly, 
lliis thought turned upon the fatality that must often 
attend an evil choice. As an oracle of fear I remem- 
bered that great Roman warning, JVescit vox missa 
reverti (that a word once uttered is irrevocable), a 
freezing arrest upon the motions of hope too sanguine 
that haunted me in many shapes. Long before that 
fifteenth year of mine, I had noticed, as a worm lying 
at the heart of life and fretting its security, the fact 
that innumerable acts of choice change countenance 
and are variously appraised at varying stages of life — 
shift with the shifting hours. Already, at fifteen, I had 
become deeply ashamed of judgments which I had 
once pronounced, of idle hopes that I had once en- 
couraged, false admirations or contempts with whicli 
once I had sympathised. And, as to acts which I sur- 

* To those who have never visited the Whispering Gallcr\’, 
nor have read any account of it amongst other acoustic phe- 
nomena described in scientific treatises, it may be proper to 
mention, as the distinguishing feature of the case, that a 
word or a question, uttered at one end of the gallen.’ in the 
gentlest of whispers, is reverberated at the other end in peals 
of thunder. 
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veyed with any doubts at all, I never felt sure that after 
some succession of years I might not fee wit eriiio 
doubts about them, both as to principle and as to 

inevitable results. , 

This sentiment of nervous recoil from any wor o 

deed that could not be recalled had been suddenly re- 
awakened on that London morning by the impressive 
experience of the Whispering Gallery. At the earlier 
end of the gallery had stood my friend, breathing m 
the softest of whispers a solemn but not acceptable 
truth. At the further end, after running along the 
walls of the gallery, that solemn truth reached me as a 
deafening menace in tempestuous uproars. And no , 
in these last lingering moments, when I drearne 
ominously with open eyes in my Mane ester s ^ ’ 

once again that London menace broke angn y 
as out of a thick cloud with redoubled strength , a 

voice, too late for warning, seemed au i y ° ^ ’ 

‘Once leave this house, and a Rubicon is P 
tween thee and all possibility of return. Thou w It 

not say that what thou doest is altogether approv 
thy secret heart. Even now thy comcience sp 
against it in sullen whispers; but at the ot er e 
thy long life-gallery that same conscience wUl spea 

to thee in volleying thunders.’ 

A sudden step upon the stairs broke up my > 

and recalled me to myself. Dangerous hours we 

drawing near, and I prepared for a hasty farewe . 

I shed tears as I looked round on the chair, e j 
writing-table, and other familiar objects, nowi 
certainly that I looked upon them for the 1^ • 

Whilst I write this, it is nineteen* years ago, Y > 
at this moment, I see, as if it were but yes j 

lineaments and expressions of the object on 

* Written in the August of 1821. 
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fixed my parting gaze. It was the picture of a lovely 
lady, which hung over the mantelpiece; the eyes and 
mouth of which were so beautiful, and the whole 
countenance so radiant with divine tranquillity, that 
I had a thousand times laid down my pen, or my book, 
to gather consolation from it, as a devotee from his 
patron saint.* Whilst I was yet gazing upon it, the 
deep tones of the old church clock proclaimed that it 
was six o’clock. I went up to the picture, kissed it, then 
gently walked out, and closed the door for ever. 

♦ • • ♦ • • 

So blended and intertwisted in this life are occasions 
of laughter and of tears that I cannot yet recall with- 
out smiling an incident which occurred at that time, 
and which had nearly put a stop to the immediate 
execution of my plan. I had a trunk of immense 
weight; for, besides my clothes, it contained nearly all 
my library. The difficulty was to get this removed to 
a carrier’s, my room being at an aerial elevation in the 
house; and (what was worse) the staircase which 
communicated with this angle of the building was 

‘ The housekeeper was in the habit of telling me that the 
lady had lived (meaning, perhaps, had been Aorn) two cen- 
turies ago; that date would better agree with the tradition 
that the portrait was a copy from Vandyke. All that she knew 

. was that either to the grammar school, 
or to that particular college at Oxford with which the school 
was connected, or else to that particular college at Oxford 
with wliich Mr. Lawson personally was connected, or else, 
fourthly, to Mr. Lawson himself as a private individual, the 
unknown lady had been a special benefactress. She was also 
a special benefactress to me, through eighteen months, by 
means of her sweet Madonna countenance. And in some 
degree it serves to spiritualise and to hallow this service that 
of her who unconsciously rendered it 1 know neither the name, 
nor the exact rank or age, nor the place where she lived and 
died She was parted from me by perhaps two centuries, 
1 from her by the gulf of eternity. 
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accessible only by a gallery, which passed the head- 
master’s chamber-door. I was a favourite with all the 
servants ; and, knowing that any of them would screen 
me, and act confidentially, I communicated my em- 
barrassment to a groom of the head-master’s. The 
groom declared his readiness to do anything I wished ; 
and, when the time arrived, went upstairs to bring the 
trunk down. This I feared was beyond the strength 
of any one man : however, the groom was a man of 
Atlantean shoulders,’ and had a back as spacious as 
Salisbury Plain. Accordingly he persisted in bringing 
down the trunk alone, whilst I stood waiting at the 
foot of the last flight, in great anxiety for the event. 
For some time I heard him descending with steps slow 
and steady; but, unfortunately, from his trepidation, 
as he drew near the dangerous quarter, within a few 
steps of the gallery, his foot slipped ; and the mighty 
burden, falling from his shoulders, gained such in- 
crease of impetus at each step of the descent, that, on 
reaching the bottom, it trundled, or rather leaped, 
right across, with the noise of twenty devils, against 
the very bedroom-door of the Archididascalus. My 
first thought suggested that all was lost, and that my 
sole chance for effecting a retreat was to sacrifice my 
baggage. However, on reflection, I determined to 
abide the issue. The groom, meantime, was m the 
utmost alarm, both on his own account and mine : but, 
in spite of this, so irresistibly had the sense of the 
ludicrous, in this unhappy contretemps, taken possession 
of his fancy that he sang out a long, loud, and canorous 
peal of laughter, that might have wakened the Seven 
Sleepers.’ At the sound of this resonant merriment 
within the very ears of insulted authority, I could no 
forbear joining in it; subdued to this, not so niuc y 
the comic wilfulness of the trunk, trundling down from 
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step to step with accelerated pace and multiplying 
uproar, like the Aaay (the contumacious 

stone) of Sisyphus, as by the effect it had upon the 
groom. We both expected, as a matter of course, that 
Mr. Lawson would sally out of his room; for, in 
general, if but a mouse stirred, he sprang out like a 
mastiff from his kennel. Strange to say, however, on 
this occasion, when the noise of laughter had subsided, 
no sound, or rustling even, was to be heard in the 
bedroom. Mr. Lawson had a painful complaint, 
which, oftentimes keeping him awake, made his sleep, 
when it did come, peculiarly deep. Gathering courage 
from the silence, the groom hoisted his burden again, 
and accomplished the remainder of his descent with- 
out accident. I waited until I saw the trunk placed on 
a wheelbarrow, and on its road to the carrier’s: then, 
‘with Providence my guide,’ or, more truly it might be 
said, with my own headstrong folly for law and im- 
pulse, I set off on foot ; carrying a small parcel with 
some articles of dress under my arm, a favourite 
Lnglish poet in one pocket, and an odd volume, con- 
taining about onc-half of Canter’s ‘Euripides,* in the 
other. 


On leaving Manchester, by a south-western route, 
towards Chester and Wales, the first town that I 
reached (to the best of my remembrance) was Altrin- 
cham — colloquially called Awtrigem. When a child of 
three years old, and suffering from the hooping- 
cough, I had been carried for change of air to different 
places on the Lancashire coast ; and, in order to benefit 
by as large a compass as possible of varying atmo- 
spheres, I and my nurse had been made to rest for the 


* ‘/IvTts €V€iTa 77<8o»’8€ KvXlvh€TO Xaas avai8^?’. 

— Horn. Odyss, 
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first night of our tour at this cheerful little town of 
Altrincham. On the next morning, which ushered m 
a most dazzling day of July, I rose earlier than my 
nurse fully approved: but in no long time she found it 
advisable to follow my example ; and, after putting me 
through my morning’s drill of ablutions and the 
Lord’s-prayer, no sooner had she fully arranged my 
petticoats than she lifted me up in her arms threw 
open the window, and let me sudden Y 
upon the gayest scene I had ever belie 
little market-place of Altrincham at eight o clock in 
the morning. It happened to be the market-day; and 
I, who till then had never consciously been may 
town whatever, was equally astonishe an e ig 
with the novel gaiety of the scene. Fruits, sue ^ 
be had in July, and flowers were scattered 
profusion: even the stalls of the butc ers, 

brilliant cleanliness, appeared attractive: an 
bonny young women of Altrincham were a up . 
about in caps and aprons coquettishly ispose . 
general hilarity of the scene at this ear y our, 
the low murmurings of pleasurable 
laughter, that rose up. like a fountain to ^ . 

window, left so profound an impression upon m 
I never lost it. All this occurred, as I have sai , a 
eight o’clock on a superb July morning. , 

that time of the morning, on exactly sue ^ 

heavenly day of July, did I, leaving anc 

six A.M., naturally enough find ^ 

the Altrincham market-place. Nothing a 
There were the very same fruits and 
bonny young women tripping up an 
same (no, not the same) coquettish bonnets ; 
was apparently the same : perhaps the win ° 
bedroom was still open, only my nurse an 

H 
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looking out; for alas! on recollection, fourteen years 
precisely had passed since then. Breakfast time, how- 
ever, is always a cheerful stage of the day ; if a man can 
forget his cares at any season, it is then ; and after a 
walk of seven miles it is doubly so. I felt it at the time, 
and have stopped, therefore, to notice it, as a singular 
coincidence, that twice, and by the merest accident, 

I should find myself, precisely as the clocks on a July 
morning were all striking eight, drawing inspiration 
of pleasurable feelings from the genial sights and 
sounds in the little market-place of Altrincham. There 
I breakfasted; and already by the two hours’ exercise 
I felt myself half restored to health. After an hour’s 
rest, I started again upon my journey: all my gloom 
and despondency were already retiring to the rear; 
and, as 1 left Altrincham, I said to myself, ‘All places, 
it seems, are not Whispering Galleries.’ 

The distance between Manchester and Chester was 
about forty miles. What it w under railway changes 1 
know not. This I planned to walk in two days: for, 
though the whole might have been performed in one, 

I saw no use in exhausting myself; and my walking 
powers were rusty from long disuse. I wished to bisect 
the journey; and, as nearly as I could expect— t.f. 
within two or three miles — such a bisection was 
attained in a clean roadside inn, of the class so com- 
monly found in England. A kind, motherly landlady, 
easy in her circumstances, having no motive for 
rapacity, and looking for her livelihood much less to 
her inn than to her farm, guaranteed to me a safe and 
profound night’s rest. On the following morning there 
remained not quite eighteen miles between m^'self and 
venerable Chester. Before I reached it, so mighty now 
(as ever before and since) had become the benefit 
from the air and the exercise that oftentimes I fell 
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inebriated and crazy with ebullient spirits. But for 
the accursed letter, which sometimes 

‘Came over me, 

As doth the raven o’er the infected house, 

I should have too much forgot my gravity under this 
new-born health. For two hours before reaching 
Chester, from the accident of the south-west course 
which the road itself pursued, I saw held up alo t 
before my eyes that matchless spectacle, 

‘New, and yet as old 

As the foundations of the heavens and earth,’ 

an elaborate and pompous sunset hanging over the 
mountains of North Wales. The clouds p^sed slowly 
through several arrangements, and in the last of these 
I read the very scene which six months before I had 
read in a most exquisite poem of Wordsworth s, ex- 
tracted entire into a London newspaper (I think tne 
‘St. James’s Chronicle’). It was a Canadian lake. 

‘With all its fairy crowds 
Of islands that together lie 
As quietly as spots of sky ^ 

Amongst the evening clouds. 

The scene in the poem {‘Ruth’), that had been origin- 
ally mimicked by the poet from the sky, was h^e re- 
mimicked and rehearsed to the life, as it seem , 
the sky from the poet. Was I then, in July i . 

quoting from Wordsworth? Yes, reader, an on 
in all Europe. In 1799 I had become ac^nted wUh 
‘We are Seven’ at Bath. In the winter of i 01 2 
read the whole of ‘Ruth’ ; early in 1 803 a wri 

to Wordsworth. In May of 1803 I had receive av 

long answer from Wordsworth. 

The next morning after reaching Chester, my 
thought on rising was directed to the vexatious 
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in my custody. The odious responsibility, thrust upon 
me in connexion with this letter, was now becoming 
every hour more irritating, because every hour more 
embarrassing to the freedom of my own movements, 
since it must by this time have drawn the post-office 
into the ranks of my pursuers. Indignant I was that 
this letter should have the power of making myself an 
accomplice in causing anxiety, perhaps even calamity, 
to the poor emigrant — a man doubly liable to unjust 
suspicion; first, as by his profession presumably poor, 
and, secondly, as an alien. Indignant I was that this 
most filthy of letters should also have the power of 
forcing me into all sorts of indirect and cowardly 

4 

movements at inns; for beyond all things it seemed to 
me important that I should not be arrested, or even 
tor a moment challenged, as the wrongful holder of 
an important letter, before I had testified, by my own 
spontaneous transfer of it, that I had not dallied with 
any idea of converting it to my own benefit. In some 
way I must contrive to restore the letter. But was it 
not then the simplest of all courses to take my hat 
before sitting down to breakfast, present m^’sclf at the 
post-ollicc, lender my explanation, and then (like 
Christian in Bunyan*s allegory) to lay down my soul- 
wearying burden at the feet of those who could sign 
my certificate of absolution? Was not that simple? 
Was not easy? Oh yes, beyond a doubt. And, if 

a favourite fawn should be carried off by a lion, would 
it not be a very simple and easy course to walk after 
the robber, follow him into his den, and reason with 
the wretch on the indelicacy of his conduct? In my 
particular circumstances, the post-oflicc was in rela- 
tion to myself simply a lion’s den. Two separate 
parlies, I lelt satisfied, must by this time be in chase 
of me; and the two chasers would be contluent at the 
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post-office. Beyond all other objects which I had to 
Lep in view, paramount was that of 

poor foreigner ; but it did not strike me that to his 
anxiety I was bound to sacrifice myself. Now if I 
went to the post-office, I felt sure that nothing else 

would be the result; and afterwards 
in this anticipation I had been right For it struck riK 
that the nature of the enclosure m the French lett 
viz. the fact that without a forgery it was "0* "ego- 
tiable-could not be known certainly to anybody b 
myself. Doubts upon that point must have qn'c^ed 

thi anxieties of all connected with myselfi or 
with the case. More urgent consequently would h 
been the applications of ‘Monsieur Monsieur to the 
post-office; and consequently of ‘be post-offi 
Priory ; and consequently more easily 
concerted between the post-office an 
would be all the arrangements for stopping , 
event of my taking the route of Chester-m which 

case it was natural to suppose that g 

return the letter to the official authorities. Of ccrn^e, 

none of these measures was certain y ^ 

but I guessed at them as reasonable pro a . ’ 

it was evident that the fifty and odd hours since my 
elopement from Manchester had allowed amp t 
for concerting all the requisite preparations. 
resource, in default of any better occurring, 
enough that my anxiety would have which 

this mode of surrendering my abomina e ' • 

by this time I regarded with 

malice as Sinbad must have directed at i 

wards the venerable ruffian that sat as ri ginbad’s 

shoulders. But things had not yet breakfast, 

state of desperation ; so, immediately a 
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I took my hat, determining to review the case and 
adopt some final decision in the open air. For I have 
always found it easier to think over a matter of per- 
plexity whilst walking in wide open spaces, under the 
broad eye of the natural heavens, than whilst shut up 
in a room. But at the very door of the inn I was sud- 
denly brought to a pause by the recollection that some 
of the servants from the Priory were sure on evei^* 
forenoon to be at times in the streets. The streets, 
however, could be evaded by shaping a course along 
the city walls; which I did, and descended into some 
obscure lane that brought me gradually to the banks 
of the river Dee. In the infancy of its course amongst 
the Denbighshire mountains, this river (famous in our 
pre-Norman history for the earliest parade* of English 
monarcliy) is wild and picturesque; and even below 
my mother’s Priory it wears a character of interest. 
But, a mile or so nearer to its mouth, when leaving 
Chester for Parkgate, it becomes miserably tame; and 
the several reaches of the river take the appearance of 
formal canals. On the right bank^ of the river runs an 

* Earliest parade : — It wns a vcr>’ sccnical parade, for 
somewhere alonR this reach of the Dec — viz. immedialclv 
below St. John’s I*rior>— EdRnr. the first sovereign of alt 
Engliind, was rowed by nine vassal reguli. 

^ bank':— nut which bank ts right, and which left, 

under circumstances of position varying by possibility with- 
out end? I his is a reasonable demur; but yet it argues an 
inexperienced reader. For always the position of the spectator 
is conventionally fixed. In militarv- tactics, in philosophic 
geography, in history, &c., the uniform assumption is that 
you arc standing with your back to the source of the river, 
and your eyes travelling along with its current. That bank of 
the river which under these circumstances lies upon your 
right is the right bank absolutely, and not relatively only (as 
would be the case if a room, and not a river, were concerned). 
Hence it follows that the Middlesex side of the Thames is 
always the left bank, and the Surrey side always the right 

102 


artificial mound, called the Cop. U I b'lkvc^ 

SlS'Ti * ‘olTi.nS:‘lnd“ f Tame 

firwhich i. derived our architeCural »ord »P» 
Uoon this bank I was walking, and throwing my g 
X formal via,, pre.en.^1 by .he ever So™ 

rifle*' ot ariiety might mingle “it 

first, lest perhaps Philistines itug > 

was just possible that I had been watched. But I 
generally found that, if you are in quest of some cert 

Lape horn Phili.dne, of 

officers, bores, no matter wha amongst 

be found amongst hedgerows an gentlest 

cows and sheep: in fact, cows 

of breathing creatures; none J". c^^em- and, 

tenderness to their young when depri ^ 

io .ho,., I am no. ..hamrf » P- “ 
these quiet <^^-^tures. On the pres^^ 

were many cows grazing i descry no person 

but all along the ^op ^“f,%tSne: in fact, 
whatever answering to the idea aopar- 

there was nobody at all, except one thirty-five 

ently middle-aged (meaning by ^ ,^3dc 

to forty-five), neatly dressed, though pe p ^ 
fashion, and by no possibility belong § J 
of my cncmim; for 

much. This woman might towards me — 

distant, and was steadily to read 

face to face. Soon, therefore, I was ^ 

,hc characc, of her f»iuro predV drimejv • 

countenance naturally serve as my own 

reverberate my own feelings, was), at a 

horror (horror without exaggera i t d to 

bank, no matter whether you are 
Oxford, or reversely from Oxford o 
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sudden uproar of tumultuous sounds rising clamor- 
ously ahead. Ahead I mean in relation to myself, but 
to her the sound was from the rear. Our situation was 
briefly this. Nearly half-a-mile behind the station of 
the woman, that reach of the river along which we 
two were moving came to an abrupt close; so that the 
next reach, making nearly a right-angled turn, lay 
entirely out of view. From this unseen reach it was that 
the angry clamour, so passionate and so mysterious, 
arose: and I. for my part, having never heard such a 
fierce battling outcry, nor even heard of such a cry, 
either in books or on the stage, in prose or verse, could 
not so much as whisper a guess to m>*self upon its 
probable cause. Only this I felt, that blind, unor- 
ganised nature it must be — and nothing in human or 
in brutal wrath — that could utter itself by such an 
anarchy of sca-like uproars. What was it? Where 
was it? Whence was it? Earthquake was it? convul- 
sion of the steadfast earth ? or was it the breaking loose 
from ancient chains of some deep morass like that of 
Solway? More probable it seemed that the avo) 
77or6ficov of Euripides (the flowing backwards of rivers 
to their fountains) now, at last, alter ages of expecta- 
tion, had been suddenly realised. Not long I needed 
to speculate; for within half-a-minute, perhaps, from 
the first arrest of our attention, the proximate cause 
of this mystery declared itself to our eyes, although 
the remote cause (the hidden cause of that visible 
cause) was still as dark as before. Round that right- 
angled turn which I have mentioned as wheeling into 
the next succeeding reach of the river, suddenly as 
with the trampling ol cavalry — but all dressing accur- 
ately and the water at the outer angle sweeping so 
much faster than that at the inner angle as to keep the 
front of advance rigorously in line, violently careered 
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round into our own placid watery v.sta a huge charg- 
ing block of waters, filling the whole /channel of the 
river, and coining down upon us at the rate of forty 
miles an hour. Well was it for us, myse f and tha^ 
respectable rustic woman, us the Deucalion and 
PyS of this perilous moment sole -rvivors appar- 
emly of the deluge (since by --^ent there was a that 

particular moment on that particu ar Cop nothing 
else to survive), that by means o is , 
ancient Danish hands (possibly not yet 

work! a perpendicular waU of water 

true as if controlled by a mason s p u flggtest 

forward at such a pace that obvmusly the fleet«^ 

horse or dromedary would have a railways 

escape. Many a decent railway even, 
since born its rivals, would not have had above the 
third of a chance. Naturally, I had hort^ajime 

for observing much or accurate y , an 

am a poor hand at observing; Vh®^ ay tha 

this riding block of crystal waters did not gahop, but 

went at a long trot ; yes, long trot t a . m of 
of paces in a tiger, in a buffalo, or m » ^elhon o^ 

waters. Even a ghost, I feel convince , 

me more if coming up at a long la o i 

at a canter or gallop. The first impulse to both ^ m 

was derived from cowardice; Deucalion 

abject and selfish. Such is man, though a 

elect; such is woman, th°ugh a j^jok of 

of US ran like hares ; neither did I, 

poor Pyrrha at all for *e firet seHomly 

the other hand, why should I . At Houbt 

that St. George’s Channel (and if so, beyond^a doubt, 

the Atlantic Ocean) had broke loose, » 

less, playing the same insufferable gambok upon 
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rivers along a seaboard of six to seven thousand miles; 
in which case, as all the race of woman must be 
doomed, how romantic a speculation it was for me, 
sole relic of literature, to think specially of one poor 
Pyrrha, probably very illiterate, whom I had never 
yet spoken to! That idea pulled me up. Not spoken to 
her? Then I would speak to her; and the more so be- 
cause the sound of the pursuing river told me that 
flight was useless. And, besides, if any reporter or sub- 
editor of some Chester chronicle should, at thb 
moment, with his glass be sweeping the Cop, and db- 
cover me flying under these unchivalrous circum- 
stances, he might gibbet me to all eternity. Halting, 
therefore (and really I had not run above eighty or a 
hundred steps), I waited for my solitary co-tenant of 
the Cop. She was a little blown by running, and could 
not easily speak; besides which, at the very moment 
of her coming up, the preternatural column of waters, 
running in the very opposite direction to the natural 
current of the river, came up with us, ran by with the 
ferocious uproar of a hurricane, sent up the sides of the 
C op a salute of waters, as it hypocritically pretending 
to kiss our feet, but secretly understood by all parties 
as a vain treachery for pulling us down into the flying 
tl( luge ; whilst all along both banks the mighty refluent 
wash was heard as it rode along, leaving memorials, 
by sight and by sound, of its victorious power. But 
my female associate in this terrific drama, what said 
she, on coming up with me? Or what said I? For, 
by accident, I it was that spoke first; notwithstanding 
the fact, notorious and uiulcniablc, that 1 had never 
been introduced to her. Here, however, be it understood, 
as a case now solemnly adjudicated and set at rest, that, 
in the midst of any great natural convulsion— earth- 
quake, suppose, watei'spoul, tornado, or eruption 
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of Vesuvius-it shall and may be lawful in all time 

two justices of the peace, it s in all 

that no previous introduction ha holds 

other cases the old statute o non- , . 

good. Meantime, the present case, in de 

circumstantial evidence, mig t e first-fruits 

an earthquake, yet as 

or blossoms of an ^ way 

scruple. All my freezing Eng recently 

under this boiling sense o „(3se the water 

running for life : and then, a^ain, pp^^^^ 

column should come bac g ■ 

current, and no longer ■ ht soon have to 

we and all the County Palatine might ^oon n 

run for our lives. Under such « of 

peril, surely the 7Tappr)<na, j. ^^h- 

speech, ought spontaneously to proclaim 

out waiting for sanction. horrible tumult 

So I asked her the meaning of th^ ^^terv ? Her 

in the waters: how did she rea e , seen 
answer was, that, though she often 

heard of it; and, if she had noise 

because / ran ; and a little, ‘It was,’ 

frightened her. What ' affection to which 

she said, 'The Bore; and it w 

only some few rivers here and ^ that, 

the Dee was one of these.’ So . h a 

until that moment, I had never heard hat, 

nervous affection in rivers. ffver Severn, 

amongst English rivers, the neigh S j tides 

a far more important stream, suffered at sp » 
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the same kind of hysterics, and perhaps some few 
other rivers in this British Island; but amongst Indian 
rivers only the Ganges. 

At last, when The Bore had been discussed to the full 
extent of our united ignorance, I went off to the 
subject of tliat other curse, far more afflicting than 
any conceivable bore— viz. the foreign letter in my 
pocket. The Bore had certainly alarmed us for ninety 
or a hundred seconds, but the letter would poison my 
very existence, like the bottle-imp, until I could transfer 


It to some person truly qualified to receive it. Might 
not my fair friend on the Cop be marked out by Fate 
as ‘the coming woman’ born to deliver me from this 
pocket curse? It is true that she displayed a rustic 
simplicity somewhat resembling that of Audrey in ‘As 
you like it.’ Her, in fact, not at all more titan Audrey 
had the gods been pleased to make ‘poetical.’ But, 
for my particular mission, that might be amongst her 
best qualifications. At any rate, I was wearied in 
spirit under my load of rt'sponsibility : personally to 
liberate myself by visiting the post-office too surely I 
ielt as the rum of my enterprise in its very outset. Some 
agent must be employed; and where could one be 

manners, more 

trustworthiness than this agent, sent by accident? 
1 lie case almost explained ilsell'. She re.adily under- 
stood how the resemhianee of a name had thrown the 
letter into my possession; and that the simple remedy 
was to restore it to the right owner through the right 
( lannc . which channel w.is the never-enough-to-be- 
esteemed General Post-ofliee, at that time pitehing its 
ents atid bivouacking nightly in Lombard Strect.'but 
or this special case legally represented by the Chester 
iead-on.ee: a seryice of no risk to her, lor which, on 
the cont.ary, all parties would thank her. 1. to begin, 




begged to put my thanks into the shape of half-a- 
crown: but, as some natural doubts arose with respect 
to her precise station in life (for she might be a 
farmer’s wife, and not a servant), I thought it advis- 
able to postulate the existence of some youthful 
daughter: to which mythological person I begged to 
address my offering, when incarnated in the shape of 

a doll. 

I therefore, Deucalion that was or had been pro- 
visionally through a brief interval of panic, took leave 
of my Pyrrha, sole partner in the perils and anxieties 
of that astounding Bore, dismissing her Thessalian 
Pyrrha — not to any Thessalian vales of Tempe, but 

O ye powers of moral anachronism ! to the Chester 

Post-office; and warning her on no account to be 
prematurely wheedled out of her secret. Her position, 
diplomatically speaking, was better (as I made her 
understand) than that of the post-office : she having 
something in her gift— viz. an appointment to forty 
guineas ; whereas in the counter-gift of the proud post- 
office was nothing; neither for instant fruition nor in 
far-off reversion. Her, in fact, one might regard as a 
Pandora, carrying a box with something better than 
hope at the bottom; for hope too often betrays; but a 
draft upon Smith, Payne, & Smith, which never 
betrays, and for a sum which, on the authority of 
Goldsmith, makes an English clergyman ‘passing 
rich’ through a whole twelvemonth, entitled her to 
look scornfully upon every second person that she met. 

In about two hours the partner of my solitary 
kingdom upon the Cop re-appeared, with the welcome 
assurance that Chester had survived the Bore, that 
all was right, and that anything which ever had been 
looking crooked was now made straight as the path of 
an arrow. She had given ‘my love’ (so she said) to the 
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post-office; had been thanked by more than either 
one or two amongst the men of letters who figured in 
the equipage of that establishment; and had been 
^ured that, long before daylight departed, one 
large cornucopia of justice and felicity would be 
emptied out upon the heads of all parties in the drama. 
1 myself, not the least afflicted person on the roll, was 

already released — suddenly released, and fully 

from the iniquitous load of responsibility thrust upon 
me; the poor emigrant was released from his conflict 
with fears that were uncertain, and creditors too cer- 
tain; the post-ofTicc was released from the scandal and 
embarrassment of a gross irregularity, that might 
eventually have brought the postmastcr-gencral down 
upon their haunches; and the household at the Priory 
were released from all anxieties, great and small, 

sound and visionary, on the question of my fancied 
lelony. 


In those anxieties one person there was that never 
had condescended to participate. This was my eldest 
sister Mary— just eleven months senior to myself. She 
was among the gentlest of girls, and yet from the verv 
hrst she had testific-d the most incredulous disdain of 
all who fancied /ler brother capable of any thought so 
b^e as that of meditating a wrong to a needy exile, 
.‘\t present, after exchanging a few parting tvords, and 
a few final or farewell farewells with my faithful female' 
agent, further business I had none to detain me in 
Chester, except what concerned this particular sister. 

“fe irritated, or even fancy themselves in- 

puns 'on Ih'" ""''""""a. “s many people are bv 

puns. On their account let me say that, although there are 

riie'ld asT'''”" , ‘'“‘f “ 'hi* 'S t" 

le held as pure accident. In fact, at one time there were 

r airromeTo“'''i'''“‘ T*' “"'i' '■ •" P'"' “f 

alfronted people, substituted ug, at fox /,maU frinij. 
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My business with her was not to thank her for the re- 
solute justice which she had done me, since as yet I 
could not know of that service, but simply to see her, 
to learn the domestic news of the Priory, and, accord- 
ing to the possibilities of the case, to concert with her 
some plan of regular correspondence. Meantime it 
happened that a maternal uncle, a military man on 
the Bengal establishment, who had come to England 
on a three-years’ leave of absence (according to the 
custom in those days), was at this time a visitor at the 
Priory. My mother’s establishment of servants was 
usually limited to five persons— all, except one, elderly 
and torpid. But my uncle, who had brought to 
England some beautiful Arab and Persian horses, 
found it necessary to gather about his stables an extra 
body of men and boys. These were all alert and 
active; so that, when I reconnoitred the windows of 
the Priory in the dusk, hoping in some way to attract 
my sister’s attention, I not only failed in that object, 
seeing no lights in any room which could naturally 
have been occupied by her, but I also found myself 
growing into an object of special attention to certain 
unknown servants, who, having no doubt received 
instructions to look out for me, easily inferred from my 
anxious movements that I must be the person ‘wanted.’ 
Uneasy at all the novel appearances of things, I went 
away, and returned, after an hour’s interval, armed 
with a note to my sister, requesting her to watch for 
an opportunity of coming out for a few minutes under 
the shadows of the little ruins in the Priory garden,* 

< 'The little ruins in the Priory garden*: — St. John’s Priory 
had been part of the monastic foundation attached to the very 
ancient church of St. John, standing beyond the walls of 
Chester. Early in the seventeenth century, this Priory, or so 
much of it as remained, was occupied as a dwelling-house by 
Sir Robert Cotton the antiquary. And there, according to 
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where I meantime would be waiting. This note I gave 
to a stranger, whose costume showed him to be a 


tradition, he had been visited by Ben Jonson. All that 
remained of the Priory when used as a domestic residence by 
Cotton was upon a miniature scale, except only the kitchen— 
a noble room, with a groined roof of stone, exactly as it had 
heen fitted to the uses of the monastic establishment. The 
little hall of entrance, the dining-room, and principal bedroom 
were in a modest style of elegance, fitted by the scale of accom- 
modation for the abode of a literary bachelor, and pretty 
nearly as Cotton had left them two centuries before. But the 
miniature character of the Priory, which had dwindled by 
successive abridgments from a royal quarto into a pretty 
duodecimo, was seen chiefly in the beautiful ruins which 
adorned the little lawn, across which access was gained to the 
house through the hall. These ruins amounted at the most 
to three arches— which, because round and not pointed, were 
then usually called Saxon, as contradistinguished from Gothic. 
What might be the exact classification of the architecture 1 do 
not know. Certainly the very ancient church of St. John, to 
which at one time the Priory must have been an appendage, 
N\orc a character of harsh and naked simplicity that Nvas 
repulsive. But the little ruins were realiv beautiful, and drew 
continual visits from artists and sketchers through every 
siicces.sive summer. Whether they had any architectural 
enrichments I do not remember. But they interested all 
people -first by their miniature scale, which would have 
qnal.fied them (if portable) for a direct introduction amongst 
the properties and <iramatis persona on our London opera 
boards; and. secondly, by the exquisite beauty of the shrubs, 
wild 1 owers. and ferns, that surmounted the arches with 
natural coronets of the richest composition. In this condition 
of attractiveness my mother saw this little Priorv. which was 
hen on sale. As a residence, it had the great advantage of 
standing somewhat aloof from the city of Chester which 
Wver (like all cathedral cities), was quiet and re^p^.bt 

al e I population. My mother bought it, 

morn! eight or nine bedrooms, dressing- 

oms &c., all on the miniature scale corresponding to the 

!cueat ^ antiquity hanging over the whole little 
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groom, begging him to give it to the young lady whose 
address it bore. He answered, in a respectful tone, 
that he would do so ; but he could not sincerely have 
meant it, since (as I soon learned) it was impossible^ 
In fact, not one minute had I waited, when in glided 
amongst the ruins— not my fair sister, but my bronzed 


Bengal uncle ! 

A Bengal tiger would not more have startled me. 
Now, to a dead certainty, I said, here comes a fatal 
barrier to the prosecution of my scheme. I was m^- 
taken. Between my mother and my uncle there existed 
the very deepest affection; for they regarded each 
other as sole reliques of a household once living to- 
gether in memorable harmony. But in many futures 
of character no human beings could stand off from 
each other in more lively repulsion. And this was 
seen on the present occasion. My dear excellent 
mother, from the eternal quiet of her decorous house- 
hold, looked upon every violent or irregular move- 
ment, and therefore upon mine at present, much as 
she would have done upon the opening of the seventh 
seal in the Revelations. But my uncle was thoroughly 


a man of the world ; and, what told even more power- 
fully on my behalf in this instance, he was a man ot 
even morbid activity. It was so exquisitely natural in 
his eyes that any rational person should prefer moving 
about amongst the breezy mountains of Wales to a 
slavish routine of study amongst books grim with di^t 
and masters too probably still more dusty, t at e 
seemed disposed to regard my conduct as an extra- 
ordinary act of virtue. On his advice, it was decided 
that there could be no hope in any contest with my 
main wishes, and that I should be left to pursue my 

original purpose of walking amongst ^ ^ ^ 

mountains ; provided I chose to do so upon t e s en er 
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allowance of a guinea a-wcek. My uncle, whose 
Indian munificence ran riot upon all occasions, would 
gladly have had a far larger allowance made to me, 
and would himself have clandestinely given me any- 
thing I asked. But I myself, from general ignorance 
{in which accomplishment I excelled), judged this to 
be sufficient ; and at this point my mother, hitherto 
passively acquiescent in my uncle's proposals, inter- 
fered with a decisive rigour that in my own heart I 
could not disapprove. Any larger allowance, most 
reasonably she urged, what was it but to ‘make pro- 
clamation to my two younger brothers that rebellion 
bore a premium, and that mutiny was the ready road 
to ease and comfort’? My conscience smote me at 
these words: I felt something like an electric shock on 
this sudden reference, so utterly unexpected, to my 
bioihcrs; for, to say the truth, I never once admitted 
them to my thoughts in forecasting the eventual conse- 
quences tliat might possibly unroll themselves from 
my own headstrong act. 1 lore now, within three days, 
rang like a solemn knell, reverberating from the 
sounding-board within my awakened conscience, one 
of those many self-reproaches so dimly masked, but 
not circumstantially prefigured, by the secret thought 
under the dome of St. Paul’s Cathedral about its dread 
Whispering Gallery. In this particular instance I 
know that the evil consequences from my own example 
never did take effect, liut, at the moment of my 
mother’s sorrowful suggestion, the fear that they might 
lake eflect thrilled me with remorse. Mv next brother, 
a boy of generous and heroic temper, was at a school 
governed by a brutal and savage master. This brother, 
1 well know, had justifying reasons, ten times weightier 
than anv which I could plead, for copying my prece- 
dent. Most probable it was that he would do so; but 
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I learned many years subsequently from himself that 
in fact he did not. The man’s diabolical malice at last 
made further toleration impossible. Without thinking 
of my example, under very different circumstances my 
brother won his own emancipation in ways suggested 
by his own views and limited by his own resources . he 
got afloat upon the wide, wide world of ocean, ran 
along a perilous seven-years’ career of nautical ro- 
mance; had his name almost blotted out front all 
memories in England; became of necessity a pirate 
amongst pirates; was liable to the death of a pirate 
wherever taken; then suddenly, on a morning of 
battle, having effected his escape from the bloody 
flag, he joined the English storming party at Monte 
Video, fought under the eye of Sir Home Popham, 
the commodore, and within twenty-four hours after 
the victory was rated as a midshipman on board the 
Diadem (a 64-gun ship), which bore Sir Home’s flag. 
All this I have more circumstantially narrated else- 
where. I repeat the sum of it here, as showing that his 
elopement from a brutal tyrant was not due to any 
misleading of mine. I happen to know this now 
but then 1 could not know it. And, if I had so entirely 
overlooked one such possible result, full of calamity 
to my youthful brothers, why might I not have over- 
looked many hundreds beside, equally probable 
equally full of peril? That consideration saddened 
me, and deepened more and more the ominous sugges- 
tjon — the oracle full of woe — that spoke from those 
Belshazzar thunderings upon the wall of the Whisper- 
ing Gallery. In fact, every intricate and untried path 
in life, where it was from the first a matter of arbitrary 
choice to enter upon it or avoid it, is effectually a path 
through a vast Hercynian forest, unexplored and un- 
mapped, where each several turn in your advance 
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leaves you open to new anticipations of what is next 
to be expected, and consequently open to altered 
valuations of all that has been already traversed. Even 
the character of your own absolute experience, past 
and gone, which (if anything in this world) you might 
surely answer for as sealed and settled for ever — even 
this you must submit to hold in suspense, as a thing 
conditional and contingent upon what is yet to come 
— liable to have its provisional character affirmed or 
reversed, according to the new combinations into 
which it may enter with elements only yet perhaps in 
the earliest stages of development. 

Saddened by these reflections, I was still more 
saddened by the chilling manner of my mother. If I 
could presume to descry a fault in my mother, it was 
that she turned the chilling aspects of her high-toned 
character too exclusively upon those whom, in any 
degree, she knew or supposed to be promoters of evil. 
Sometimes her austerity might seem even unjust. But 
at present the whole artillery of her displeasure seemed 
to be unmasked, ^nd justly unmasked, against a moral 
aberration that offered for itself no excuse that was 
obvious in one moment, that was legible at one glance, 
that could utter itself in one word. My mother was 
predisposed to think ill of all causes that required 
many words; I, predisposed to subtleties of all sorts 
and degrees, had naturally become acquainted with 
cases tliat could not unrobe their apparcllings down 
to that degree of simplicity. If in this world there is 
one misery having no relief, it is the pressure on the 
heart from the IncommnnicabU. And, if another Sphinx 
should arise to propose another enigma to man— 
saying, W hat burden is that which only is insupport- 
able by human fortitude? I should answer at once—// 
istheburdenof the Incommimkabk. At this moment, sitting 
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in the same room of the Priory with my mother, know- 
ing how reasonable she was — how patient of explana- 
tions— how candid— how open to pity— not the le^ I 
sank away in a hopelessness that was immeasurable 
from all effort at explanation. She and I were con- 
templating the very same act; but she from one 
centre, I from another. Certain I was that, if through 
one half-minute she could realise in one deadly 
experience the suffering with which I had fought 
through more than three months, the amount of 
physical anguish, the desolation of all genial life, she 
would have uttered a rapturous absolution of that 
which else must always seem to her a mere explosion 
of wilful insubordination. ‘In this brief experience, 
she would exclaim, ‘I read the record of your acquittal ; 
in this fiery torment I acknowledge the gladiatorial 
resistance.’ Such in the case supposed would have 
been her revised verdict. But this case was exquisitely 
impossible. Nothing which offered itself to my rhetoric 
gave any but the feeblest and most childish reflection 
of my past sufferings. Just so helpless did 1 feel, dis- 
armed into just the same languishing impotence to 
face (or make an effort at facing) the difficulty before 
me, as most of us have felt in the dreams of our child- 
hood when lying down without a struggle before some 
all-conquering lion. I felt that the situation was one 
without hope ; a solitary word, which I attempted to 
mould upon my lips, died away into a sigh ; and 
passively I acquiesced in the apparent confession 
spread through all the appearances — that in reality 

I had no palliation to produce. 

One alternative, in the offer made to me, was that 

I had permission to stay at the Priory. The Priop^, or 
the mountainous region of Wales, was offered free y 
to my choice. Either of the two offered an attractive 
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abode. The Priory, it may be fancied, was clogged 
with the liability to fresh and intermitting reproaches. 
But this was not so. I knew my mother sufficiently to 
be assured that, once having expressed her sorrowful 
condemnation of my act, having made it impossible 
for me to misunderstand her views, she was ready to 
extend her wonted hospitality to me, and (as regarded 
all practical matters) her wonted kindness; but not 
that sort of kindness which could make me forget that 
I stood under the deepest shadows of her displeasure, 
or could leave me for a moment free to converse at my 
ease upon any and every subject. A man that is talking 
on simple toleration, and, as it were, under permanent 
protest, cannot feci himself morally at his ease, unless 
very obtuse and coarse in his sensibilities. 

Mine, under any situation approaching to the 
present, were so far from being obtuse that they were 
morbidly and extravagantly acute. I had erred: that 
I knew, and did not disguise from myself. Indeed, the 
rapture of anguish with which I had recurred involun- 
tarily to my experience of the Whispering Gallery, 
and the symbolic meaning which I had given to that 
experience, manifested indirectly my deep sense of 
error, through the dim misgiving which attended it 
that m some mysterious way the sense and the conse- 
quences of this error would magnify themselves at 
ever) stage of lilc, in proportion as they were viewed 
retrospectively from greater and greater distances. I 
had. besides, through the casual allusion to my 
brothers, suddenly become painfully aware of another 
and separate failure in the lllial obligations resting on 
inysell. Any mother who is a widow has especial 
claims on the co-operation of her eldest son in all 
means of giving a beneficial bias to the thoughts and 
purposes of the younger children: and, if fl/l>^nothc^, 
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then by a title how special could my own ino*er 
invoke such co-operation, who had on her part satisfied 
all the claims made upon her maternal character b> 
self-sacrifices as varied as privately I knew them to be 
cKemplary. Whilst yet comparatively young, not 
more than thirty-six, she had sternly refused all 
countenance, on at least two separate occasions, to 
distinguished proposals of marriage, out of pure regard 
to the memory of my father, and to the interests ol his 
children. Could I fail to read, in such unostentatious 
exemplifications of maternal goodness, a summons to 
a corresponding earnestness on my part in lightening, 
as much as possible, the burden of her responsibilities. 

Alas! too certainly, as regarded that duty, I 
own failure: one opportunity had been signally lost, 
And yet, on the other hand, I also felt that more might 
be pleaded on my behalf than could by possibility be 
apparent to a neutral bystander. But this, to be 
pleaded effectually, needed to be said— not by myself, 
but by a disinterested advocate : and no such advocate 
was at hand. In blind distress of mind, conscience- 
stricken and heart-stricken, I stretched out my arms, 
seeking for my one sole auxiliary; that was my eldest 
sister Mary; for my younger sister Jane was a mere 
infant. Blindly and mechanically, I stretched out m\ 
arms as if to arrest her attention; and, giving utterance 
to my labouring thoughts, 1 was beginning to speak, 
when all at once I became sensible that Mary was not 
there. I had heard a step behind me, and supposed it 
hers : since the groom’s ready acceptance of my letter 
to her had pre-occupied me with the belief that 
should see her in a few moments. But she was far 
away, on a mission of anxious, sisterly love. 

Immediately after my elopement, an express had 
been sent off to the Priory from Manchester; this 
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express, well mounted, had not spent more than four 
hours on the road. He must have passed me on my 
first day’s walk; and, within an hour after his arrival, 
came a communication from the post-office, explain- 
ing the nature and value of the letter that had been 
so vexatiously thrust into my hands. Alarm spread 
through the Priory: for it must be confessed that the 
coincidence of my elopement with this certified 
delivery of the letter to myself gave but too reasonable 
grounds for connecting the two incidents. I was 
grateful to dear Mary for resisting such strong plausi- 
bilities against me; and yet I could not feel entitled to 
complain of those w-ho had not resisted. The proba- 
bility seemed that I must have violated the laws to 
some extent, either by forgery or by fraudulent appro- 
priation. In cither case, the most eligible course 
seemed to be my instant expatriation. France (this 
being the year of peace) or Holland would offer the 
best asylum until the affair should be settled; and, as 
there could be no anxieties in any quarter as to the 
main thing concerned in the issue— viz. the money— 
m any case there was no reason to fear a vindictive 
pu^rsuit, even on the w'orst assumption as regarded the 

0 cncc. An elderly gentleman, long connected with 
the family, and in many cases an agent for the 
guardians, at this moment ofTored his scr\ices as 
counsellor and protector to mv sister Mar>-. Two 
hours therefore from the arrival of the Manchester 
express (who, starting about 1 1 a.m., had reached 
C.hester at 3 p.m.), all the requisite steps having been 
concerted with one of the C.hester banks for getting 
ktters of credit, &c., a carriage-and-four was at the 

1 riory gate, into which stepped my sister Mar>’, with 
one female attendant and her friendly escort. And 
thus, the same day on which I had made my e.vit from 
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Mr. Lawson’s saw the chase after me commencing^ 
Sunset saw the pursuers crossing the Mersey, and 
trotting into Liverpool. Thence to Ormskirk, thirteen 
miles, and thence to proud Preston, about twenty more^ 
Within a trifle, these three stages make fifty miles , and 
so much did my chasers, that pursued when no 
fled, accomplish before sleeping. On the next day 
long and long before the time when I, in my humble 
pedestrian character, reached Chester, my sister s 
narty had reached Ambleside— distant about ninety - 
two miles from Liverpool ; consequently somewhere 
about a hundred and seven miles from the Priory. 
This chasing party, with good reason, supposed them- 
selves to be on my traces ever after reaching prou 
Preston,’ which is the point of confluence for the 
Liverpool and Manchester roads northwards. For 1 
myself, having originally planned my for t e 

English Lakes, purposely suffered some indication 
of that plan to remain behind me, in the hope of thus 
giving a false direction to any pursmt that might be 

The further course of this chase ^vas disagreeably 
made known to me about four years later, on attain- 
ing my majority, by a ‘little account’ of about £150 
against my little patrimonial fortune. Of all the letters 
from the Priory (which, however, from natural over- 
sight were not thought of until the day after my own 
arrival at the Priory— i.<. the third day after my 

sister’s departure), not one caught them; 
unfortunate. For the journey to and from the Lakes 
together with a circuit of more than one hundred and 
fifty miles amongst the Lakes, would at any rate hav 
run up to nearly four hundred miles. But it happened 
Lt my pursuers, not having time to sift such intelli- 
gence i they received, were misled into an excursu., 

121 



of full two hundred miles more, by chasing an 
imaginary *me" to the caves, thence to Bolton Abbey, 
thence nearly to York. Altogether, the journey 
amounted to above six hundred miles, all performed 
with lour horses. Now, at that time the cost of four 
horses— which in the cheapest hay and corn seasons 

was three shillings a-mile, and in dear seasons four 

was three and sixpence a-mile; to which it was usual 


to compute an average addition of one shilling a-mile 
lor gates, postilioas, ostlers; so that the total amount, 
with the natural expenses of the three travellers at the 
inns, ran up to five shillings a-mile. Consequently, 
hve shillings being the quarter of a pound, six hundred 
miles cost the quarter of /:boo. The only item in this 
long account which consoled me to the amount of a 
solitary smile for all this money thrown away was an 
itnn in a bill at I»atterdale (head of nieswater)— 


lo an echo, fust quality , 
lo do., second quality 


£o 10 
5 


o 

o 


I sccins the pi Id- of erhot's varied, reasonably enough, 
u iili the amount of gunpowder consumed. But at 
Low-\vood, on Windermere, half-crown echoes might 
be had by those base snolxs who would put up with a 
Mic Brummagen substitute for ‘the genuine article.* 


Irivial, meantime, .as regarded anv permanent 
< onsequenees, tvould have been this e'.asual inroad 
vipon my patrimony. Had 1 waited until my sister re- 
turned home, which I might have been sure could onlv 
have been dclaved through the imperfectlv concerted 
s\ stein ol correspondence, all would have prospered. 
I rom her I should have received the cordiality .and the 
genial sympatliy which I ncrxhxl ; 1 could have quietly 
pursued my studies; and my Oxfoixl matriculation 


would have followed as a matter of course. But, 
unhappily, having for so long a time been senoush- 
shaken in health, any interruption of my wild open- 
air system of life instantly threw me back into nervous 
derangements. Past all doubt it had now become that 
the alfresco life, to which I had looked with so much 
hopefulness for a sure and rapid restoration to health, 
was even more potent than I had supposed it. Literal > 
irresistible it seemed in re-organising the systeni of my 
languishing powers. Impatient, therefore, under the 
absence of my sister, and agitated every hour so long as 
my home wanted its central charm in some household 
countenance, some avvTpocjrov d/x/xa, beaming wit 
perfect sympathy, I resolved to avail myself of those 
Uld mountainous and sylvan attractions vvhich at 
present lay nearest to me. Those parts, indeed, o 
P lintshire, or even of Denbighshire, which lay near to 
Chester, were not in any very eminent sense attractn-c. 
The vale of Gressford, for instance, within the Flnn- 
shire border, and yet not more than seven miles dis- 
tant, offered a lovely little seclusion; and to this I had 
a privileged access; and at first I tried it; but it was a 
dressed and ornamented pleasure-ground; and two 
ladies of some distinction, nearly related to each other, 
and old friends of my mother, were in a manner me 
ladies paramount within the ring fence of this Arcadian 
vale. But this did not offer what I wanted. Lvery- 
thing was elegant, polished, quiet, throughout the 
lawns and groves of this verdant retreat ; no rudeness 
ivas allowed here ; even the little brooks were trained 
to ‘behave themselves’ ; and the two villas of the reign- 
ing ladies (Mrs. Warrington and Mrs Parry) showed 
the perfection of good taste. For both ladies had culti- 
vated a taste for painting, and I believe some executive 
power. Here my introductions were rather 
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favourable; since they forced me into society. From 
Gressford, however, the character of the scene, con- 
sidered as a daily residence, very soon repelled me, 
however otherwise fascinating by the accomplish- 
ments of its two possessors. Just two-and-twenty miles 
from Chester, meantime, lay a far grander scene, the 
fine vale of Llangollen in the centre of Denbighshire. 
Here, also, the presiding residents were two ladies, 
whose romantic retirement from the world at an early 
age had attracted for many years a general interest to 
their persons, habits, and opinions. These ladies were 
Irish— Miss Ponsonby, and Lady Eleanor Butler, a 
sister of Lord Ormond. I had twice been formally 
presented to them by persons of a rank to stamp a 
value upon this introduction. But, naturally, though 
high-bred courtesy concealed any such open expres- 
sions of feeling, they must have felt a very slight interest 
in myself or my opinions.* I grieve to say that my own 
Icelings were not more ardent tow-ards them. Neverthe- 
less, I presented myself at their cottage as often as I 
passed through Llangollen; and was alwa^’s cour- 
teously received when they happened to be in the 

' It is worthy of notice that, when I. in this year 1802. and 
agam in after years, endeavoured to impress them favourably 
with renard to Wordsworth as a poet (that subject having not 
been introduced by myself, but by one of the ladies, who 
happened to have a Cambridge friend intimate with the man. 
and perhaps with his works), neither of them was disposed 
to look with any interest or hopefulness upon his pretensions, 
but, at a period long subsequent to this, when the House of 
Commons had rung with applause on Sergeant Talfourd's 
mention of his name, and when all .American tourists of anv 
distinction Hocked annually to Kydal Mount. Wordsworth’s 
own poems bear witness that a great revolution had been 
worked at Llangollen. 1 mention this anecdote, because I have 
good reason to think that a large proportion of the ‘conversions’ 
m the case of Wordsworth took place under the same influence. 
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country. However, as it was not ladies that I was 
seeking in Wales, I now pushed on to Carnarvom^re 
and for some weeks took a very immature suite o 
rooms— viz. one room and a closet— at Bangor. 

My landlady had been a lady’s-maid, or a nur^, 
or something of that sort, in the Bishop of 

family; and had but lately married 

family, or (to use her own expression) had se tied. 

In a little town like Bangor, barely to have lived m the 
Bishop’s family conferred some distinction ; and my 
good landlady had rather more than her share of t 
pride natural to that glorious advantage. 'What my 
lord’ said, and what ‘my lord’ did, how useful he wj 
in Parliament, and how indispensable at Oxford 
formed the daily burden of her talk. AH this I bore 
very weU ; for it cost no great effort to make allowan 
for the garrulity of an old servant ; and luckily nothing 
in our daily routine of life brought us often into eac 
other’s company. Sometimes, however, we met; am 
of necessity, on such occasions, I must have 
in her eyes very inadequately impressed with me 
Bishop’s importance, and with the grandeur of having 
lived in a palace ; and, perhaps, to pumsh me tor my 
indifference, or it might, after all, be mere acc'den , 
she one day repeated to me a conversation in whicn ^ 
was indirectly a party concerned. She had been to th 
palace; and, dinner being over, she had been sum- 
moned into the dining-room. In giving an account ot 
her household economy, she happened to mentio 
that she had let what she styled somewhat magnA- 
cently her ‘apartments.’ The good bishop (it see 
had thence taken occasion to caution her as 

selection of inmates; ‘for,’ said he, 

Betty, that Bangor is in the high road to the Head 

(tAz Head was the common colloquial expression 
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Holyhead), ‘so that multitudes of Irish swindlers, 
running away from their debts into England, and of 
English swindlers, running away from their debts to 
the Isle of Man. arc likely to take this place in their 
route.’ Such advice was certainly not without reason- 
able grounds, but rather fitted to be stored up for Mrs. 
Betty’s private meditations than specially reported 
to me. What followed was worse: — ‘O my lord,’ 
answered my landlady (according to her own repre- 
sentation of the matter), ‘I really don’t think that this 

young gentleman is a swindler: because ’—‘You 

don t think me a swindler?’ said I, interrupting her, in 
a tumult of indignation: ‘for the future I shall spare 
you the trouble of thinking about it.* And without 
delay I prepared for my departure. Some concessions 
the good woman seemed disposed to make ; but a harsh 
and contemptuous expression, which I fear that I 


applied to the learned dignitary himself, roused her 
indignation in turn; and reconciliation then became 
impossible. I was, indeed, greatly irritated at the 
bishop s having suggested any grounds of suspicion, 
however remotely, against a person whom he had 
nc\er seen; and I thought of letting him know my 
mind in Greek; wliich, at the same time that it would 
furnish some presumption in behalf of my respecta- 
bility, might also (I hoped) compel the bishop to 
answer in the same language; and in that co-se I 
cloubtcd not to make good my superiority, as a versa- 
tile wieldcr of arms rarely managed with efi'ect, 
against all the terrors of Ins lordship's wig. 

I was wrong il I said anything in my anger that was 
disparaging or sceptical as to the Bishop’s intellectual 
pretensions; which were not only very sound, but very 
appropriate to the particular stations which he filled, 
l or the Bishop of Bangor (at that time Dr. Cleaver) 



was also the head of Brasenose, Oxford-which college 
was indebted to him for its leadership' at that era m 

> The rank to which Brasenose had suddenly risen in the 
es.unation of the world was put to the test in the fo low.n. 
The leadine family in the house (the Rens) of Grenville 
' aT^hil time that of the Marquis of Buckingham not 
Iona after elevated to the ducal rank. The second son of this 

nobleman— viz. Lord George Grenville (subsequently succeed- 

ina to the peerage of Nugent, and known in his literary character 
only as Lord Nugent)lhappened. in this or the following 
vear to be ripe for college; which means, in England, that 

Tamily council; and by to advice, to the ^^'“"l^^ment of 
Oxford, Brasenose was selected in preference 
and 1 believe, on the one sole ground of deference for the 
administrative talents (combined with singular emd. ion) of 
Dr Cleaver. This casual precedency, however, of Brasen , 
resting (as it did) on a mere personal basis, ran down as su ^ 
denlv^as it had run up, and has long since been forgotten. T c 
let is that rustic families, at a distance from Oxford ^ 

presume some superior dignity in any col ege 'hat should 
Lppen to have a bishop for its ruler; not knowing that n 

Oxford and Cambridge, all heads of 
themselves (and are held) equals in rank 

bench of bishops. In Oxford more especially doctr me 

receives a standing illustration; for there 

diocese is necessarily and ex officio the head of 0^1 

which (by the number and the rank ■‘;/°'’te ^^ole 
beyond all competition the supreme col eg 

university. In that character, therefore (of 

Mr Dean is a very much greater man than my lord the Bishop. 

Si. .S trfSo",, In .h. t.c. nf .. «.n.ibl. .np.m 

burdensomeness of irreconcilable functions attached to each 
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scholarship and discipline. In this academic character 
I learned afterwards that he might be called almost a 
reformer,— a wise, temperate, and successful reformer; 
and, as a scholar, I saw many years later that he had 
received the laudatory notice of Porson. But, on the 
other hand, the Bishop was not altogether without 
blame in unchaining his local influence, were it only 
by hint or insinuation, against a defenceless stranger, 
l or so great a man, in so small a town as Bangor, w'as 
really as much of an autocrat as a post-captain on the 
fjuartcrdeck of his own vessel. A ‘sea-lawyer’ in such 
a case must contrive to pocket his wrongs, until he 
finds himself and the captain on shore. Yet, after all, 
my scheme was not altogether so absurd; and the 
anger, in which perhaps it might begin, all melted 
away in the fun which would have accompanied its 
execution. It will strike the reader that my plan of 
retaliation must have failed by arming against me the 
official pride of the Bishop. Any man, it will be 
thought, occupying so dignified a place in public life 
“-a lord of Parliament, holder of a prize in the epis- 
copal lottery (for Bangor w'as worth six thousand 
a-year), a leading Don at Oxford— in short, a splendid 
pluralist, armed with diocesan thunder and lightning— 
would never stoop from his Jovian altitude to notice 
any communication w-hatever from a boy. But it 
would make all the difference in the world that this 
communication by the supposition was to be in Greek. 
Merc curiosity in sudi a case would compel the Bishop 
to read it. And then, shockingly irregular as such a 
< ourse would be, a fatal temptation would arise to the 
hazardous experiment of answering it in Greek. It 
would not be pleasant to shiink from the sort of silent 

of the oOircs, is a scandalous violation of public duty, such q 3 
ou^'ht never to have won an hour's toleration. 
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challenge thrown out by such an eccentric form of 
epistle, when worded in the tone of respect due to the 
Bishop’s age and spiritual office. And certainly the 
degradation would be conspicuously less in replying 
even to a boy, if armed with that sort of accomplish- 
ment, But was not the Bishop a learned man, well 
qualified to answer, whose reading must naturally be 
greater by a score of times than mine? I had heard 
so; and I was told also, but long after, that he had 
written well and learnedly {but not in Greek) on the 
Arundel marbles; even to attempt which, in our days, 
when the forestalling labours of two centuries have 
so much narrowed the field open to original sagacity, 
argues an erudition far from common. But I have 
already given it as my opinion that there is no propor- 
tion held between a man’s general knowledge of Greek 
and the special art of writing Greek; that is, using it 
as a vehicle for ordinary and familiar intercourse. 
This advantage, not necessarily or usually belonging to 
the most exquisite Greek scholarship, I myself wielded 
with a preternatural address for varying the forms of 
expression, and for bringing the most refractory ideas 
w ithin the harness of Grecian phraseology. Had the 
Bishop yielded to the temptation of replying, then I 
figured to myself the inevitable result — the episcopal 
hulk lying motionless on the water like a huge three- 
decker, not able to return a gun, whilst I, as a light 
agile frigate, should have sailed round and round him, 
and raked him at pleasure as opportunity offered. He 
could have had no opening for his erudition (as, for 
instance, upon the Arundel marbles), without too 
flagrantly recalling the cosmogony man in the ‘Vicar of 
Wakefield,* with his dvapxov dpa /cat dreXeifraLov to 
Trdv. Once falling into the snare of replying at all, his 
lordship would not be at liberty either to break off the 
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correspondence abruptly, or to continue it without 
damage to his episcopal pomp. My anger, meantime, 
sudden and fiery, as under a sense of real injury, had 
not been malicious; and it was already propitiated 
beforehand by the mere fun and comic effect of the 
picture which I thus prefigured as arising between us. 
In no case could I have found pleasure in causing any 
mortifications to the Bishop — mortifications which 
the Methodists (by this time swarming in Carnar\'on- 
shire) would exultingly have diffused. In the end I 
should probably have confined m>^elf to a grave 
and temperate remonstrance, simply stating the dis- 
tressing consequences which were likely to result to 
me from the too unguarded insinuations of his lord- 
ship. 

But these consequences travelled fast upon the 
traces of those insinuations; and already, upon the 
very day when my foolish landlady (more, perhaps, 
in thoughtlessness than with any purpose of mischief) 
had repeated the Bishop’s words in what seemed to 
me so insulting a tone, and so entirely without pro- 
vocation (since there never had been the smallest 
irregularity in our little weekly settlements), one of 
those consequences was that I became houseless. For 
I disdained to profit by the shelter of a house from 
which truth and courtesy seemed alike banished. And 

4 

Irom that one consequence naturally enough flowed 
others; for, having, at any rate, to seek a new home, 
I left Bangor* at once, and rambled away to Car- 

* In this, except for what concerned the cheapness and the 
brilliant cleanliness of the lodgings, under the management 
of an English housemaid approved by an English bishop’s 
housekeeper, there was little to regret. Bangor, indeed, had 
few attractions, fewer than any other spot in Camai^’onshirt. 
And yet, was there not the cathedral? Certainly there was; 
and that might have been a great resource to me had there 
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narvon — distant about two-and-a-half hours’ smart 
walking. At Carnarvon I found no lodging that 
altogether suited my purposes, — hired lodgings being 
then thinly sown in North Wales; and for some time, 
therefore, having a small reserve of guineas, I lived 
very much at inns. 

This change of abode naturally drew my thoughts 
away from the Bishop. And thus gradually all my 
thoughts of expostulation faded away. This I am 
disposed to regard as an unfortunate solution of the 
affair, which otherwise would probably have taken the 
following course : — ^Thc Bishop, as I afterwards heard 
when resident myself at Oxford and personally ac- 
quainted with men of Brasenose (to which college, 
indeed, subsequently, my own youngest brother 
belonged), was a reasonable and even amiable man. 
On receiving, therefore, my Greek remonstrance, he 
was sure as a scholar to have taken some interest in 
the writer; and he was too equitable to have neglected 
any statement, Greek or not Greek, which reflected, 
with some apparent justice, upon his own conduct as 
not sufficiently considerate. He would, therefore, 
almost certainly have replied to me in courteous 
terms; regretting the accident which had made me 
houseless; but reminding me that all communications 
made to a dependent within a man's own gates, and 
never meant as grounds of action, but simply as 
cautions — general and not special — are in law and 
usage held to be privileged communications, and 

been the regular choir services; but there were none. Indeed, 
there could be none; for, so far as I ever heard, there was no 
choir. The cathedral cemetery was at that time famous as 
the most beautiful in the whole kingdom. But the beauty was 
scarcely appropriate : it was the beauty of a well-kept shrubbery, 
and not of a cemetery. It contrived to look smiling and 
attractive by the entire dissembling of its real purposes. 
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equally whether written or spoken. The insulting use 
made of this caution he would have treated as due 
simply to the woman’s coarseness, but in part, per- 
haps, as due to a cause which has much to do with the 
harsh and uncivil expressions of uneducated people — 
viz. their very limited command of language. They 
use phrases much stronger than naturally belong to 
their thoughts and meaning, simply because the 
narrowness of their vocabulary oftentimes suggests to 
their embarrassed choice no variation of expression 
wearing a character less offensive. To such a letter I 
should have made a suitable reply; and, thence- 
forward, it is probable that, until thcMichaelmas term 
drew the Bishop's family away to Oxford, I should 
have found my abode in Bangor, or its neighbour- 
hood, much improved as regards the command of 
books. That advantage would have been fugitive. 
But other and remoter advantages might have been 
more serious. It happened that the college to which 
the Manchester Grammar School would have con- 
signed me as a privileged alumnus was that very college 
over which the Bishop presided. I have no reason to 
think that the Bishop would have had power to re- 
trieve for me any part of the privileges which by my 
elopement I had wilfully forfeited: but he would have 
had it abundantly in his power to place the ordinary 
college advantages of Fellowships, &c., within my 
roach: whereas afterwards, going under erroneous 
counsel to a college disconnected from my own county 
and my own schools, I never enjoyed those ordinary 
opportunities of advancement, and consequently of 
literary leisure, which the English univei^sitics open 
to almost every man who qualifies himself duly to 
obtain them. All this, however, was thrown into the 
world of dreams and fable by my hasty movement to 
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Carnarvon, and that region which Pennant first dis- 
tinguished by the name of Snowdonia. 

There were already, even in those days of 1802, 
numerous inns, erected at reasonable distances from 
each other, for the accommodation of tourists i and no 
sort of disgrace attached in Wales, as too generally upon 
the great roads of England, to the pedestrian style of 
travelling. Indeed, the majority of those whom I met 
as fellow-tourists in the quiet little cottage-parlours of 
the Welsh posting-houses were pedestrian travellers. 
All the way from Shrewsbury through Llangollen, 
Llanrwst,* Conway, Bangor, then turning to the left 
at right angles through Carnarvon, and so on to 
Dolgelly (the chief town of Merionethshire), Tan-y- 
Bwlch, Harlech, Barmouth, and through the sweet 
solitudes of Cardiganshire, or turning back sharply 
towards the English border through the gorgeous wood 
scenery of Montgomeryshire — everywhere, at inter- 
mitting distances of twelve to sixteen miles, I found 
the most comfortable inns. One feature indeed of 
repose in all this chain of solitary resting-houses — 
viz. the fact that none of them rose above two storeys 
in height — ^was due to the modest scale on which the 
travelling system of the Principality had moulded 
itself in correspondence to the calls of England, which 
then (but be it remembered this then was in 1802, a 
year of peace) threw a very small proportion of her 
vast migratory population annually into this se- 
questered channel. No huge Babylonian centres of 
commerce towered into the clouds on these sweet 
sylvan routes: no hurricanes of haste, or fever-stricken 
armies of horses and flying chariots, tormented the 

* 'Llanrtvst’i — This is an alarming word for the eye; one 
vowel to what the English eye counts as seven consonants; 
but it is easily pronounced as Tlanroost. 

133 


echoes in these mountain recesses. And it has often 
struck me that a world-wearied man, who sought for 
the peace of monasteries separated from their gloomy 
captivity — peace and silence such as theirs, combined 
with the large liberty of nature— could not do better 
than revolve amongst these modest inns in the five 
northern Welsh counties of Denbigh, Montgomery, 
Carnarvon, Merioneth, and Cardigan. Sleeping, for 
instance, and breakfasting at Carnarvon; then, by 
an easy nine-mile walk, going forwards to dinner at 
liangor, thence to Abcr, — nine miles; or to Llanberris; 
and so on for ever, accomplishing seventy to ninety 
or one hundred miles in a week. This, upon actual 
experiment, and for week after week, I found the most 
delightful ol lives. Mere was the eternal motion of 
winds and rivers, or of the W andering Jew liberated 
horn the persecution which compelled him to move 
and turned his breezy freedom into a killing captivity. 
Happier life I cannot imagine than this vagrancy, 
il the weather were but tolerable, through endless suc- 
cessions of changing beauty, and towards evening 
a courteous welcome in a pretty rustic home — that, 
having all the luxuries of a fine hotel (in particular some 
luxuries’ that arc almost sacred to alpine regions), was 
at the same time liberated from the inevitable accom- 
])animcnts of such hotels in great cities or at great 
travelling stations — viz. the tumult and uproar. 

Life on this model was but too delightful; and to 
myself especially, that am never thoroughly in health 
unless when having pedestrian exercise to the extent 
t)t fifteen miles at the most, and eight to ten miles at 
the least. Living thus, a man earned his daily enjoy- 

' But a luxury of another class, and quite peculiar to Wales, 
was in those days (I hope in these) the Welsh harp, in atten- 
dance at every inn. 
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ment. But what did it cost? About half-a-guinea 
a-day: whilst my boyish allowance was not a third of 
this. The flagrant health, health boiling over in fiery 
rapture, which ran along, side by side, with exercise 
on this scale, whilst all the while from morning to 
night I was inhaling mountain air, soon passed into 
a hateful scourge. Perquisites to servants and a bed 
would have absorbed the whole of my weekly guinea. 
My policy therefore was, if the autumnal air were 
\N arm enough, to save this expense of a bed and the 
chambermaid by sleeping amongst ferns or furze upon 
a hillside ; and perhaps, with a cloak of sufficient 
weight as well as compass, or an Arab’s burnoose, this 
would have been no great hardship. But then m the 
davtime what an oppressive burden to carry. So 
perhaps it was as well that I had no cloak at all. I did, 
however, for some weeks try the plan of carrying a 
canvas tent manufactured by myself, and not larger 
than an ordinary umbrella: but to pitch this securely 
I found difficult; and on windy nights it became a 
troublesome companion. As winter drew near, this 
bivouacking system became too dangerous to atternpt. 
Still one may bivouack decently, barring ram and wind, 
up to the end of October. And I counted, on the whole, 
that in a fortnight I spent nine nights abroad. There 
are, as perhaps the reader knows by experience, no 
jaguars in Wales— nor pumas— nor anacondas— nor 
(generally speaking) any Thugs. What I feared most, 
but perhaps only through ignorance of zoology, was 
lest, whilst my sleeping face was upturned to the stars, 
some one of the many little Brahminical-looking cows 
on the Cambrian hilb, one or other, might poach her 
foot into the centre of my face. I do not suppose any 
fixed hostility of that nature to English fac^ in Welsh 
cows : but everywhere I observe in the feminine mind 
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something of beautiful caprice, a floral exuberance of 
that charming wilfulness which characterises our dear 
human sisters, I fear, through all worlds. Against 
Thugs I had Juvenal’s license to be careless in the 
emptiness of my pockets [cantabit vacuus^ coram latrone 
viator). But I fear that Juvenal’s license will not always 
hold water. There are people bent upon cudgelling 
one who will persist in excusing one’s having nothing 
but a bad shilling in one’s purse, without reading in 
that Juvenalian vacuitas any privilege or license of 
exemption from the general fate of travellers that 
intrude upon the solitude of robbers. 

Dr. Johnson, upon some occasion which I have for- 
gotten, is represented by his biographers as accounting 
for an undeserving person’s success in these terms: 
Why, I suppose that his nonsense suited their non- 
sense.’ Can that be the humiliating solution of my own 
colloquial success at this time in Carnarvonshire inns? 
Do not suggest such a thought, most courteous reader. 
No matter : won in whatsoever way, success is success ; 
and even nonsense, if it is to be victorious nonsense — 
victorious over the fatal habit of yawning in those who 
listen, and in some cases over the habit of disputing — 
must inv'olve a deeper art or more cfTcctivc secret of 
power than is easily attained. Nonsense, in fact, is a 
very difficult thing. Not every seventh son of a seventh 
son (to use Milton’s words) is equal to the task of keep- 
ing and maintaining a company of decent men in 
orthodox nonsense for a matter of two hours. Come 
from what fountain it may, all talk that succeeds to 

Vaatus : I am afraid, though many a year has passed 
since last I read Juvenal, that the true classical sense of vaaais 
IS earless, clear from all burden of anxiety, so that I'acuitas will 
be the result of immunity from robbery. But suffer me to 
underetand it in the sense of free from the burden of property: in 
^\hich sense lucwruj would be the oiwe of such an immunity. 
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the extent of raising a wish to meet the talker again 
must contain salt; must be seasoned with some flavour- 
ing element pungent enough to neutralise the natural 
tendencies of all mixed conversation, not vigilantly 
tended, to lose itself in insipidities and platitudes. 
Above all things, I shunned, as I would shun a pesti- 
lence, Coleridge^s capital error, which through life he 
practised, of keeping the audience in a state of passi\ c- 
ness. Unjust this was to others, but most of all to him- 
self. This eternal stream of talk which never for one 
instant intermitted, and allowed no momentary oppor- 
tunity of reaction to the persecuted and baited auditor, 
was absolute ruin to the interests of the talker himself. 
Always passive, always acted upon, never allowed to 
react, into what state did the poor afflicted listener— 
he that played the role of listener— collapse? He re- 
turned home in the exhausted condition of one that 
has been drawn up just before death from the bottom 
of a well occupied by foul gases; and, of course, hours 
before he had reached that perilous point of depres- 
sion, he had lost all power of distinguishing, under- 
standing, or connecting. I, for my part, without 
needing to think of the unamiable arrogance involved 
in such a habit, simply on principles of deadliest selfish- 
ness, should have avoided thus incapacitating my 
hearer from doing any justice to the rhetoric or the 
argument with which I might address him. 

Some great advantages I had for colloquial pur- 
poses, and for engaging the attention of people wiser 
than myself. Ignorant I was in a degree past all 
imagination of daily life — even as it exists in England. 
But, on the other hand, having the advantage of a 
prodigious memory, and the far greater advantage of 
a logical instinct for feeling in a moment the secret 
analogies or parallelisms that connected things else 
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apparently remote, I enjoyed these two peculiar gifts 
for conversation: first, an inexhaustible fertility of 
topics, and therefore of resources for illustrating or for 
varying any subject that chance or purpose suggested; 
secondly, a prematurely awakened sense oiart applied 
to conversation. I had learned the use of vigilance in 
evading with civility the approach of wearisome dis- 
cussions, and in impressing, quietly and oftentimes 
imperceptibly, a new movement upon dialogues that 
loitered painfully, or see-sawed unprofitably. That it 
was one function of art to hide and mask itself {arlis 
rst artem celare)^ this I well knew. Neither was there 
much art required. The chief demand was for new 
tacts, or new views, or for views newly-coloured im- 
pressing novelty upon old facts. To throw in a little 
of the mysterious every now and then was useful, even 
with those that by temperament were averse to the 
mysterious; pointed epigrammatic sayings and jests 
-even somewhat worn — were useful; a seasonable 
(|uotation in verse was always effective; and illustra- 
tive anecdotes diffused a grace over the whole move- 
ment of the dialogue. It would have been coxcombr>' 
to practise any elaborate or any conspicuous art: few 
and simple were any artifices that I ever employed; 
but, being hidden and seasonable, they were often 
efiective. And the whole result was that I became 
exceedingly popular within my narrow circle of 
Iriends. Ihis circle was necessarily a fluctuating 
one, since it was mainly composed of tourists that 
happened to linger for a few weeks in or near Snow- 
<lonia, making their headquarters at Bethgellcrt or 
(.arnarvon, or at the utmost roaming no farther than 
the foot of Cader Idris. 

.\mongst these fugitive members of our society, I 
recollect with especial pleasure Mr. Dc Haren, an 
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accomplished young German, who held, or had held, 
the commission of lieutenant in our British navy, but 
now, in an interval of peace, was seeking to extend hb 
knowledge of England, and also of the English lan- 
guage; though in thatj as regarded the fullest com- 
mand of it colloquially, he had little indeed to learn. 
From him it was that I obtained my first lessons in 
German and my first acquaintance with German 
literature. Paul Richter I then first heard of, together 
with Hippel, a humourist admired by Kant, and 
Hamann, also classed as a humourist, but a nonde- 
script writer, singularly obscure, whom I have never 
since seen in the hands of any Englishman, except 
once of Sir William Hamilton. With all these writers 
Mr. De Haren had the means of making me usefully 
acquainted in the small portable library which filled 
one of hb trunks. 

But the most stationary members of this semi-literary 
circle were Welshmen; two of them lawyers, one a 
clergyman. This last had been regularly educated at 
Oxford — as a member of Jesus (the Welsh college) — 
and was a man of extensive information. The lawyers 
had not enjoyed the same advantages, but they had 
read diligently, and were interesting companions. 
Wales, as b pretty well known, breeds a population 
somewhat litigious. I do not think the worse of them 
for that. The martial Butlers and the heroic Talbots 
of the fifteenth century, having no regular opening for 
their warlike fury in the seventeenth century, took to 
quarrelling with each other; and no letters are more 
bitter than those which to this day survive from the 
hostile correspondence of the brother Talbots contem- 
porary with the last days of Shakspere,^ One channel 

* See especially a book written by Sir Egerton Brydges 
(I forget the title) on the Peerage in the reign of James I, 
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being closed against their martial propensities, natur- 
ally they opened such others as circumstances made 
available. This temper, widely spread amongst the 
lower classes of the Welsh, made it a necessity that the 
lawyers should itinerate on market-days through all 
the principal towns in their districts. In those towns 
continually I met them; and continually we renewed 
our literary friendship. 

Meantime alternately I sailed upon the high-priced 
and the low-priced tack. So exceedingly cheap were 
provisions at that period, when the war taxation of 
Mr. Pitt was partially intermitting, that it was easy 
beyond measure upon any three weeks* expenditure, 
by living with cottagers, to save two guineas out of the 
three. Mr. Dc Haren assured me that even in an inn, 
and not in a poor man’s cottage (but an unpretending 
rustic inn, where the mistress of the house took upon 
herself the functions of every possible servant in turn 
-cook, waiter, chambermaid, boots, ostler), he had 
passed a day or two; and for what he considered a 
really elegant dinner, as regarded every thing except 
the table equipage (that being rude and coarse), he 
had paid only sixpence. This very- inn, about ten or 
twelve miles south of Dolgelly, I myself visited some 
time later; and I found Mr, De Haren’s account in all 
points confirmed : the sole drawback upon the comfort 
of the visitor being that the fuel was chiefly' of green 
wood, and with a chimney that smoked. I sulTcred so 
much under this kind ol smoke, which irritates and 
inflames the eyes more than any other, that on the 
following day reluctantly I took leave of that obliging 
pluralist the landlady, and really felt myself blushing 
on settling the bill, until I bethought me of the green 
wood, which, upon the whole, seemed to balance the 
account. I could not then, nor can 1 now, account for 
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these preposterously low prices; which same pr^es, 
strange to say, ruled (as Wordsworth and his sister 
often assured me) among the same kind of scenery 
i.e. amongst the English Lakes— at the very same time. 
To account for it, as people often do, by alleging the 
want of markets for agricultural produce, is crazy 
political economy; since the remedy for paucity of 
markets, and consequent failure of competition, is, 
certainly not to sell at losing rates, but to forbear pro- 
ducing, and consequently not to sell at all. 

* Thirteen years later — viz. in the year of W aterloo hap- 
pening to walk through the whole Principality from south to 
north, beginning at Cardiff and ending at Bangor, 1 turned 
aside about twenty-five miles to inquire after the health of my 
excellent hostess, that determined pluralist and intense anti- 
pole of all possible sinecurists. I found her cleaning a pair 
of boots and spurs, and purposing (I rather think) to enter 
next upon the elegant office of greasing a horse s heels. In 
that design, however, she was thwarted for the present by 
myself and another tourist, who claimed her services in three 
or four other characters previously. I inquired after the 
chimney— was it still smoking? She seemed surprised that 
it had ever been suspected of anything criminal; so, as it was 
not a season for fires, I said no more. But I saw plenty of 
green wood, and but a small proportion of peats. I fear, 
therefore, that this, the state-room of the whole concern, still 
poisons the peace of the unhappy tourists. One personal 
indemnification, meantime, I must mention which this little 
guilty room made to me on that same night for all the tears 
it had caused me to shed. It happened that there was a public 
dance held at this inn on this very night. I therefore retired 
early to my bedroom, having had so long a walk, and not 
wishing to annoy the company, or the excellent landlady, who 
had, I daresay, to play the fiddle to the dancers. The noise 
and uproar were almost insupportable; so that I could not 
sleep at all. At three o'clock all became silent, the company 
having departed in a body. Suddenly from the little parlour, 
separated from my bedroom overhead by the slightest and 
most pervious of ceilings, arose with the rising dawn the very 
sweetest of female voices perhaps that ever I had heard, 
although for many years an habitui of the opera. She was a 
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So cheap in fact were all provisions which one had 
any chance of meeting with in a labouring man’s 
house that I found it difficult under such a roof to 
spend sixpence a-day. Tea or coffee there was none; 
and I did not at that period very much care for cither. 
Milk, with bread (coarse, but more agreeable by much 
than the insipid wfuiy-grey bread of towns), potatoes if 
one wished, and also a little goat’s, or kid’s, flesh— 
these composed the cottager’s choice of viands; not 
luxurious, but palatable enough to a person who took 
much exercise. And, if one wished, fresh-water fish 
could be had clieap enough; especially trout of the 
very finest quality. In these circumstances, I never 
found it easy to spend even five shillings (no, not thret' 
shillings, unless whortleberries or fish had been bought) 
in one week. And thus it was easy enough to create 
funds for my periodical transmigrations back into the 
character of gentleman-tourist. Even the half of five 
shillings I could not alwa>'s find means to spend: for 
in some families, raised above dependence upon daily 
wages, when I performed any services in the way of 
letter-writing, I found it impossible at times to force 
an\ money at all upon them, (^nce, in particular, 
iicai the small lake of lalyllyn (so written, I believe, 
but pronounced laltlyn), in a sequestered part of 
M( rionethshire, I was entertained for upwartls of three 
days by a family of young people, with an afTectionate 
and fiatcrnal kindness that left an impression upon 
my heart not yet impaired. The family consisted, at 


stranger; a visitor from some distance; and (I was told in the 
morning) a Methodist. \\ hat she sang, or at least sang l.ist, 
NNcrc the beautiful verses of Shirley, ending— 

‘Only the actions of the iust 

Smell sweet, and bloss»»m in the dust.’ 

'I his incident caused me to forget and forgive the wicked little 
chimney. 
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that time, of four sisters and three brothers, ail grown 
up, and remarkable for elegance and delicacy ot 
manners. So much beauty, or so much native good 
breeding and refinement, I do not remember to have 
seen before or since in any cottage, except once or 
twice in Westmoreland and Devonshire. They spoke 
English; an accomplishment not often met with in so 
many members of one Welsh family, especially in 
villages remote from the high road. Here I wrote, on 
my first introduction, a letter about prize-money for 
one of the brothers, who had served on board an 
English man-of-war; and, more privately, two letters 
to sweethearts for two of the sisters. They were botli 
interesting in appearance; and one of uncommon 
loveliness. In the midst of their confusion and blushes, 
whilst dictating, or rather giving me general instruc- 
tions, it did not require any great penetration to dis- 
cover that they wished their letters to be as kind as was 
consistent with proper maidenly reserve. I contrived 
so to temper my expressions as to reconcile the gratifi- 
cation of both feelings; and they were as much pleased 
with the way in which I had given expression to their 
thoughts as (in their simplicity) they were astonished 
at my having so readily discovered them. The recep- 
tion one meets with from the women of a family 
generally determines the tenor of one’s whole enter- 
tainment. In this case I had discharged my confi- 
dential duties as secretary so much to the general 
satisfaction, perhaps also amusing them with my con- 
versation, that I was pressed to stay ; and pressed with a 
cordiality which I had little inclination to resist. I slept 
unavoidably with the brothers, the only unoccupied 
bed standing in the chamber of the young women : 
but in aU other points they treated me with a respect 
not usually paid to purses as light as mine; making it 
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evident that my scholarship and courteous demeanour 
were considered sufficient arguments of gentle blood. 
Thus I lived with them for three days, and great part 
of a fourth; and, from the undiminished kindness 
which they continued to show me, I believe that I 
might have stayed with them up to this time, if their 
power had corresponded \vith their wishes. On the 
last morning, however, I perceived upon their coun- 
tenances, as they sat at breakfast, the approach of 
some unpleasant communication; and soon after one 
of the brothers explained to me that, on the day before 
my arrival, their parents had gone to an annual meet- 
ing of Methodists, held at Carnarvon,' and in the 
course of that day were expected to return; ‘and, if 
they should not be so civil as they ought to be,* he 
begged, on the part of all the young people, that I 
would not take it amiss. The parents returned with 
churlish faces, and 'Dym Sassenach" {no Knglish) in 
answer to all my addresses. I saw how matters stood; 
and so, taking ?.n affectionate leave of my kind and 
interesting young hosts, I went my way. For, though 
they spoke warmly to their parents on my behalf, and 
often excused the manner of the old people by saying 
that it was ‘only their way,’ yet I easily understood 
that my talent for writing love-letters would do as little 
to recommend me with two sexagenarian Welsh 
Methodists as my Greek Sapphics or Alcaics ; and what 

' 'At Carnarxou : — It was on this occasion that I learned 
how vaKiic arc the ideas of in unpractised minds. 

‘What number of people, do you think,' said 1 to an elderly 
person, 'will be assembled this day at Carnarvon?'— ‘What 
number?’ rejoined the person addressed — ‘what number? 
Well, really now, I should reckon — perhaps a matter of four 
millions.’ Four millions of c.vrru people in little Carnarvon, 
that could barely find accommodation (I should calculate) for 
an extra four Imndred. 
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liad been hospitality, when offered with the gracious 
courtesy of my young friends, would become charity, 
when connected with the harsh demeanour of their 
parents. 

About this time — just when it was becoming daily 
more difficult to eke out the weekly funds for high- 
priced inns by the bivouacking system — as if some 
overmastering fiend, some instinct of migration, 
sorrowful but irresistible, were driving me forth to 
^v•ander like the unhappy lo of the Grecian mythus, 
some oestrus of hidden persecution that bade me fly 
when no man pursued — not in false hope, for my 
hopes whispered but a doubtful chance — not in 
reasonable fear, for all was sweet pastoral quiet and 
autumnal beauty around me, — suddenly I took a 
fierce resolution to sacrifice my weekly allowance, to 
slip my anchor, and to throw myself in desperation 
upon London. Not to make the case more frantic 
than it really was, let the reader remember what 
it was that I found grievous in my present position, 
and upon what possibilities it was that I relied for 
bettering it. With a more extended knowledge of life 
than I at that time had, it would not have been so 
hopeless a speculation for a boy having my accomplish- 
ments to launch himself on the boundless ocean of 
London. I possessed attainments that bore a money 
value. For instance, as a ^ Reader^ to the Press in the 
field of Greek republications, I might perhaps have 
earned a livelihood. But these chances, which I really 
had, never occurred to me in the light of useful re- 
sources; or, to speak the truth, they were unknown to 
me: and those which I chiefly relied on were most 
unlikely to prove available. 

But what, meantime, was it that I complained of in 
the life that I was at present living? It was this: the 
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dilemma proposed to my choice was that, if I would-- 
positively would — have society, I must live at inns. 
But, if I reconciled myself to a quiet stationary abode 
in some village or hamlet, in that case for mty so 
transcendently careless about diet, my weekly guinea 
would have procured all that I wanted, and in 
some houses the advantage, quite indispensable to my 
comfort, of a private sitting-room. Yet even here the 
expense was most needlessly enhanced by the aristo- 
cratic luxuriousness of our English system, which 
presumes it impossible for a gentleman to sleep in his 
sitting-room. On this footing, however, I might per- 
haps have commanded clean and comfortable accom- 
modations in some respectable families, to whom my 
noiseless habits, and my respectful courtesy to women, 
would have recommended me as a desirable inmate. 
But the deadly drawback on this scheme was the utter 
want of access to books, or (generally speaking) to any 
intellectual intercourse. I languished all the day 
through, and all the week through — with nothing 
whatever, not so much as the county newspaper once 
in seven days to relieve my mortal ennui. 

I have told the reader how inexplicably cheap was 
the life in poor men’s cottages. But this did not affect 
the prices at the first-class hotels, where only I had 
any chance of meeting society. Those, and chielly on 
the plea that the season was so brief, charged London 
prices. To meet such prices, it would no longer be 
possible, as winter came on, to raise one-half the 
funds by passing half the time in a less costly mode. 
There was an end of any feasible plan for interleaving 
days of hardship with days of case and intellectual 
luxury. Meantime, whilst this perplexity was resound- 
ing in one ear, in the other were continually echoing 
the kind offers of my \\ elsh friends, especially the two 
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lawyers, to furnish me with any money which I might 
think necessary for my visit to London. Twelve 
guineas, at length, I mentioned as probably enough. 
This they lent me on the spot. And now, all at once, 

I was — ready for London. 

My farewell to the Principality was in the same 
unassuming character of pedestrian tourist as that in 
which I had entered it. Impedimenta of any kind — 
that is, the encumbrances of horse or baggage — I had 
none even to the last. Where I pleased, and when I 
pleased, I could call a halt. My last halt of any dura- 
tion was at Oswestry. Mere accident carried me 
thither, and accident very naturally in so small a town 
threw me across the path of the very warmest amongst 
my Welsh friends, who, as it turned out, resided there. 
He, by mere coercion of kindness, detained me for 
several days; for denial he would not take. Being as 
yet unmarried, he could not vivify the other attrac- 
tions of his most hospitable abode by the reinforce- 
ment of female society. His own, however, coming 
recommended as it did by the graces of a youthful 
frankness and a kindling intellect, was all-suflicient 
for the beguiling of the longest day. This Welsh friend 
^vas one of many whom I have crossed in life, chained 
by early accident or by domestic necessity to the 
calls of a professional service, whilst all the while his 
whole nature, wild and refractory, ran headlong into 
intellectual channels that could not be trained into 
reconciliation with his hourly duties. His library was 
already large, and as select as under the ordinary 
chances of provincial book-collection could be reason- 
ably expected. For generally one-half, at the least, 
of a young man’s library in a provincial town may be 
characterised as a mere dropping or deposition from 
local accidents, a casual windfall of fruits stripped and 
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strewed by the rough storms of bankruptcy. In many 
eases, again, such a provincial library will represent 
simply that part of the heavy baggage which many 
a family, on removing to some distant quarter, has 
shrunk from the cost of transporting, — books being 
amongst the heaviest of household goods. Sometimes 
also, though more rarely, it happens that, — an ancient 
family, dying out, having unavoidably left to executors 
the duty of selling every chattel attached to its ancient 
habits of life, — suddenly with meteoric glare there 
emerges from its hiding-place of centuries some great 
jewel of literature, a First Folio of the 1623 Shaksperc, 
an uncastrated DecameronCy or other dazzling 
Aiov. And thus it is that a large provincial library, 
though naturally and peacefully accumulated, yet 
sometimes shows mute evidence of convulsions and 
household tragedies; speaks as if by records of storms, 
and through dim mementoes of half-forgotten ship- 
wrecks. Real shipwrecks present often such incoherent 
libraries on the floors of the hungry sea. Magnificent 
is the library that sleeps unvexed by criticism at the 
bottom of the ocean, Indian or Atlantic, from the 
mere annual contributions and keepsakes, the never- 
ending Forget-me-nots, of mighty English Indiamcn. 
The Halscwcll, with its sad parting between the cap- 
tain and his daughters, the Grosvenor, the ^Vintc^ton, 
the Abergavenny, and scores of vessels on the same 
scale, with populations varying by births, deaths, and 
marriages, populations large as cities, and rich as gold 
mines, capable of factions and rebellions, all and each 
have liberally patronised, by the gift of many Large- 
Paper copies, that vast submarine flodleian, which 
stands in far less risk from tire than the insolent 
Bodleian of the upper world. This private Oswestry* 
library wore something of the same wild tumultuary 
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aspect, fantastic and disordinate, but was not for that 
reason the less attractive; everything was there that 
you never expected to meet anywhere, but certainly 
not to meet in company; so that, what between the 
library and the mercurial conversation of its pro- 
prietor, elated by the rare advantage of fraternal 
sympathy, I was in danger of finding attractions 
strong enough to lay me asleep over the proprieties of 
the case, or even to set me a-dreaming over imaginary 
cases. In fact, I had some excuse for doing so; since 
I knew very imperfectly the common routine of my 
friend’s life; and, from his lofty Castilian sense of the 
obligations imposed by the great goddess Hospitality, 

I never should have been suffered to guess at the extent 
in which I was now gradually and unconsciously 
coming daily into collision with the regular calls upon 
his time. To ride off, under mask of ‘business,’ upon 
a circuit of a week, would, in his eyes, have been 
virtually, as regards the result, — meanly and evasively, 
as regards the mode, — to turn me out of his house. 
He would sooner have died. But in the meantime an 
accident, which revealed to me the true state of things, 
or at least revealed a suspicion of it, all at once armed 
my sense of delicacy against any further lingering. 
Suddenly and peremptorily I announced my depar- 
ture — that, and the mode of it. For a long time he 
fought with unaffected zeal against my purpose, as 
nowise essential to his own free action. But at last, 
seeing that I was in earnest, he forbore to oppose my 
plan, contenting himself with guiding and improving 
its details. My plan had been to walk over the border 
into England, as far as Shrewsbury (distant from 
Oswestry, I think, about eighteen miles), and there 
to ascend any of the heavy stages which would convey 
me cheaply to Birmingham — the grand focus to which 
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all the routes of England in its main central area con- 
verge, Any such plan moved on the assumption that 
rain would be falling steadily and heavily — a reason- 
able assumption at the close of November. But, in the 
possible event of fair weather lasting over four or five 
days, what should prevent me from traversing the 
whole distance on foot? It is true that the aristocratic 
scowl of the landlord might be looked for as a custom- 
ary salutation at the close of each day’s journey; but, 
unless at solitary posting-houses, this criminal fact of 
having advanced by base pedestrian methods, known 
only to patriarchs of older days and to modern 
Uramps* (so they arc called in solemn acts of Parlia- 
ment), is easily expiated and cleansed by distributing 
your dust, should you fortunately have any to show, 
amongst the streets that you have invaded as a stranger. 
1 lappily the scandal of pcdcstrianism is in one respect 
more hopefully situated than that of scrofula or 
leprosy; it is not in any case written in your face. The 
man who is guilty of pcdcstrianism, on entering any 
town whatever, by the simple artifice of diving into 
the crowds of those untainted by that guilt, will 
emerge, for all practical purposes, washed and re- 
baptized. The landlord, indeed, of any one inn knows 
that you did not reach him on horseback, or in a 
carriage; but you may have been visiting for weeks 
at the house of some distinguished citizen, whom it 
might he dangerous to ollend; and you may even be 
la\ ourably known at some other inn. Else, as a general 
imputation, undoubtedly pcdcstrianism, in the esti- 
mate of English landlords, carries with it the most 
awful shadow and shibboleth of the pariah. My Welsh 
iiiend knew this, and strongly urged me to take 
ad\ antage of the public carriages, both on that motive 
and others. A journey of a hundred and eighty milcS) 
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as a pedestrian, would cost me nine or ten days; for 
which extent the mere amount of expenses at inns 
would more than defray the fare of the dearest carriage. 
To this there was no sound reply, except that corre- 
sponding expenses would arise, at any rate, on these 
nine or ten days, wherever I might be — in London, or 
on the road. However, as it seemed ungracious to offer 
too obstinate a resistance to suggestions prompted so 
entirely by consideration for my own comfort, I sub- 
mitted to my friend’s plan in all its details; one being 
that I should go by the Holyhead Mail, and not by 
any of the heavy coaches. This stipulation pointed to 
a novel feature in the machinery of travelling just 
then emerging. The light coaches charged almost 
mail prices. But the heavy coaches were at that time 
beginning to assume a new and dreadful form. Loco- 
motion was so prodigiously on the increase that, in 
order to meet its demands, the old form of coach 
(carrying at most six insides) was exchanging itself, 
on all great roads, for a long, boat-like vehicle, very 
much resembling our modern detestable omnibus, but 
without our modern improvements. This carriage 
was called a long coach,^ and the passengers, twelve or 
fourteen insides, sat along the sides ; and, as ventilation 
was little regarded in those days— the very existence 
of an atmosphere being usually ignored— it followed 
that the horrors of Governor Holwell’s black cage at 
Calcutta were every night repeated, in smaller propor- 
tions, upon every great English road. It was finally 
agreed that I should leave Oswestry on foot, simply 
with a view to the best enjoyment of the lovely weather ; 
but that, as the mail passed through Oswestry, my 
friend should secure a place for me the whole way to 
London, so as to shut out competitors. 

The day on which I left Oswestry (convoyed for 
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nearly five miles by my warmhearted friend) was a 
day of golden sunshine amongst the closing days of 
November. As truly as Jessica’s moonlight (‘Merchant 
of Venice*), this golden sunshine might be said to sleep 
upon the woods and the fields; so awful was the 
universal silence, so profound the death-like stillness. 
It was a day belonging to a brief and pathetic season 
of farewell summer resurrection, which, under one 
name or other, is known almost everywhere. In 
North America it is called the ‘Indian Summer.* In 
North Germany and Midland Germany it is called the 
‘Old Wives’ Summer,* and more rarely the ‘Girls’ 
Summer. It is that last brief resurrection of summer 
in its most brilliant memorials, a resurrection that has 
no root in the past nor steady hold upon tlie future, 
like the lambent and fitful gleams from an expiring 
lamp, mimicking what is called the ‘lightning before 
death in sick patients, when close upon their end. 
There is the feeling of a conflict that has been going on 
between the lingering powers of summer and the 
su engthening powers of winter, not unlike that which 
meves by antagonist forces in some deadly inflamma- 
tion hurrying forw'ards through fierce struggles into 
the final repose of mortification. For a time the 
equilibrium has been maintained between the hostile 
forces; but at last the antagonism is overlhrow'n; the 
\'K'torv is accomplished for the powers that fight on 
the side of death ; simultaneously with the conflict, the 
pam of conflict has departed: and thenceforward the 
gentle process of collapsing life, no longer fretted by 
countermovements, slips away with holy peace into 
die noiseless deeps of the Infinite. So sweet, so ghastly, 
in Its soft, golden smiles, silent as a dream, and quiet 
as the dying trance of a saint, faded through all its 
stages this departing day, along the whole length of 


which I bade farewell for many a year to Wales, and 
farewell to summer. In the very aspect and the 
sepulchral stillness of the motionless day, as solemnly 
it wore away through morning, noontide, afternoon, 
to meet the darkness that was hurrying to swallow up 
its beauty, I had a fantastic feeling as though I read 
the very language of resignation when bending before 
some irresistible agency. And at intervals I heard — 
in how different a key!^ — the raving, the everlasting 
uproar, of that dreadful metropolis which at every 
step was coming nearer, and beckoning (as it seemed) 
to myself for purposes as dim, for issues as incalculable, 
as the path of cannon-shots fired at random and in 
darkness. 

It was not late, but it was at least two hours after 
nightfall, when I reached Shrewsbury. Was I not 
liable to the suspicion of pedestrianism? Certainly 
I was: but, even if my criminality had been more 
unequivocally attested than it could be under the 
circumstances, still there is a locus penilentis in such a 
case. Surely a man may repent of any crime; and 
therefore of pedestrianism. I might have erred; and a 
court of /JiV poudri (dusty foot) might have found the 
evidences of my crime on my shoes. Yet secretly I 
might be forming good resolutions to do so no more. 
Certainly it looked like this, when I announced myself 
as a passenger ‘booked’ for that night’s mail. This 
character at once installed me as rightfully a guest 
of the inn, however profligate a life I might have 
previously led as a pedestrian. Accordingly I was 
received with special courtesy; and it so happened 
that I was received with something even like pomp. 
Four wax-lights carried before me by obedient mutes, 
these were but ordinary honours, meant (as old 
experience had instructed me) for the first engineering 
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step towards effecting a lodgment upon the stranger’s 
purse. In fact the wax-lights are used by innkeepers, 
both abroad and at home, to ‘try the range of their 
guns.’ If the stranger submits quietly, as a good anti- 
pedestrian ought surely to do, and fires no counter 
gun by way of protest, then he is recognised at once 
as passively within range, and amenable to orders. I 
have always looked upon this fine of five or seven 
shillings (for wax that you do not absolutely need) 

as a sort of inaugural honorariumy entrance-money, 

what in jails used to be known as smart money, — 
proclaiming me to be a man comme il faut; and no toll 
in this world of tolls do I pay so cheerfully. This, 
meantime, as I have said, was too customary a form 
to confer much distinction. The wax-lights, to use the 
magnificent Grecian phrase ctto/ittcuc, moved pom- 
pously before me, as the holy— holy fire, the inextin- 
guishable fire and its golden hearth, moved before 
Gicsar semfitr Augustus, when he made his official or 
ceremonial avatars. Yet still this moved along the 
ordinary channels of glorification: it rolled along 
ancient grooves: I might say, indeed, like one of the 
twelve Caesars when dying, Ut putOy Dm Jio (It’s my 
private opinion that at this very moment I am turning 
into a god) : but still the metamorphosis was not 
complete. That was accomplished when I stepped 
into the sumptuous room allotted to me. It was a 
ball-room’ of noble proportions— lighted, if I choose to 
issue orders, by three gorgeous chandeliers, not basely 
wiapped up in paper, but sparkling tlirough all their 

It nw <3 ball-room : — The explanation of the case was 
simply that tlie hotel was under some extensive process of 
purification, adornment, and. I believe, extension: and. under 
the accident of being myself on that particular night the sole 
visitor of the house. I slipped unavoidably into the honours 
of a semi-rcgal reception. 
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thickets of crystal branches, and flashing back the soft 
rays of my tall waxen lights. There were, moreover, 
two orchestras, which money would have filled within 
thirty minutes. And, upon the whole, one thing only 
was wanting — viz. a throne — for the completion of 
my apotheosis. 

It might be seven p.m. when I first entered upon my 
kingdom. About three hours later I rose from my 
chair, and with considerable interest looked out into 
the night. For nearly two hours I had heard fierce 
winds arising; and the whole atmosphere had, by this 
time, become one vast laboratory of hostile move- 
ments in all directions. Such a chaos, such a dis- 
tracting wilderness of dim sights, and of those awful 
‘sounds that live in darkness’ (Wordsworth’s ‘Excur- 
sion’), never had I consciously witnessed. Rightly, and 
by a true instinct, had I made my farewell adieus to 
summer. All through the day, Wales and her grand 
mountain ranges — Penmaenmawr, Snowdon, Cader 
Idris — had divided my thoughts with London. But 
now rose London — sole, dark, infinite— brooding over 
the whole capacities of my heart. Other object, other 
thought, I could not admit. Long before midnight 
the whole household (with the exception of a solitary 
waiter) had retired to rest. Two hours, at least, were 
left to me, after twelve o’clock had struck, for heart- 
shaking reflections. More than ever I stood upon the 
brink of a precipice; and the local circumstances 
around me deepened and intensified these reflections, 
impressed upon them solemnity and terror, sometimes 
even horror. It is all but inconceivable to men of 
unyielding and callous sensibilities how profoundly 
others find their reveries modified and overruled by 
the external characters of the immediate scene around 
them. Many a suicide that hung dubiously in the 
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balances has been ratified, and carried into summary 
effect, through the forlorn, soul-revolting aspect of a 
crazy, dilapidated home. Oftentimes, without extra- 
vagance, the whole difference between a mind that 
spurns life and the same mind reconciled to life turns 
upon the outside features of that particular domestic 
scenery which hourly besieges the eyes, I, in this 
Shrewsbury hotel, naturally contemplated a group 

of objects tending to far different results. And yet in 
some respects they agreed. 

The unusual dimensions of the rooms, especially 
their towering height, brought up continually and 
obstinately, through natural links of associated feelings 
or images, the mighty vision of London wailing for me 
afar off. An altitude of nineteen or twenty feet showed 
itself unavoidably upon an exaggerated scale in some 
of the smaller side-rooms, meant probably for cards or 
for refreshments. This single feature of the rooms— 
their unusual altitude, and the echoing hollowness 
which had become the exponent of that altitude— 
this one terrific feature (for terrific it was in the effect), 
together with the crowding and evanescent images of 
the flying feet that so often had spread gladness 
through tliese halls on the wings of youth and' hope at 
seasons when every room rang with music: all this, 
rising in tumultuous vision, whilst the dead hours of 
night were stealing along,— all around me, household 
and town, sleeping,— and whilst against the windows 
more and more the storm outside was raving, and to 
all appearance endlessly growing,— threw me into the 
tleadlkst condition ol ner\*ous emotion under contra- 
dictory forces, high over which predominated horror 
recoiling from that unfathomed abyss in London into 

which I was nowso wilfully precipitatingmvself. Often 

I looked out and examined the night. W ild it was 


beyond all description, and dark as ‘the inside of a 
wolf’s throat.’ But at intervals, when the wind, shift- 
ing continually, swept in such a direction as to clear 
away the vast curtain of vapour, the stars shone out, 
though with a light unusually dim and distant. Still, 
as I turned inwards to the echoing chambers, or out- 
wards to the wild, wild night, I saw London expand- 
ing her visionary gates to receive me, like some dread- 
ful mouth of Acheron {Acherontis avari). Thou also, 
Whispering Gallery! once again in those moments of 
conscious and wilful desolation didst to my ear utter 
monitorial sighs. For once again I was preparing to 
utter an irrevocable word, to enter upon one of those 
fatally tortuous paths of which the windings can never 
be unlinked. 

Such thoughts, and visions without number corre- 
sponding to them, were moving across the camera 
obscura of my fermenting fancy, when suddenly I 
heard a sound of wheels ; which, however, soon died 
off into some remote quarter. I guessed at the truth 
— viz. that it was the Holyhead Mail* wheeling off on 
its primary duty of delivering its bags at the post- 

* The Holyhead Mail, depending in its earliest stages upon 
winds and waters (though not upon tides), could not realise 
the same exquisite accuracy as mails that moved exclusively 
upon land. Sixty miles of watery transit between Dublin and 
Holyhead were performed w’ith miraculous precision. The 
packets were intrusted by the General Post-office to none but 
post-captains, who had commanded frigates. And the salaries 
were so high as to make these commands confessedly prizes 
in nautical life, and objects of keen competition. No evil, 
therefore, which care, foresight, and professional skill could 
remedy, was suffered to exist. Yet, after all, baffling winds 
would now and then (especially in three or four weeks after 
the equinox) make it impossible for the very ablest man, under 
the total defect of steam resources, to keep his time. Six hours, 
1 believe, were allowed by the Post-office for the sixty miles; 
but at times this must have proved a very inadequate allowance. 
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office. In a few minutes it was announced as having 
changed horses; and off I was to London. 

All the mails in the kingdom, with one solitary 
exception (that of Liverpool), in those days, were so 
arranged as to reach London early in the morning. 
Between the hours of four and six a.m., one after the 
other, according to their station upon the roll, all the 
mails from the N[orth], the E[ast], the \V[est], the 
S[outh] whence, according to some curious etymo- 
logists, comes the magical word NEWS—drove up 
successively to the post-office, and rendered up their 
heart-shaking budgets; none earlier than four oVlock, 
none later than six. I am speaking of da^-s when all 
things moved slowly. The condition of the roads was 
then such that, in order to face it, a corresponding 
build of coaches hypcrbolically massive was rendered 
necessary: the mails were upon principle made so 
strong as to be the heaviest of all carriages known 
to the wit or the experience of man; and, from these 
joint evils of ponderous coaches and roads that 
\\ei c quagmires, it was impossible for even the picked 
breed of K nglish eoaeh-horses, all bone and blood, to 
earry forward their hu(;c tonnage at a greater rate 
than six-and-a-bal( miles an hour. Consequently, it 
eost eight-and-twenty massy hours for us, leaving 
■Shrewsbury at two o’eloek in the dead of night, to 
reaeh the General Post-odiee, and faithfully to depasit 
upon the threshing-lloors of Lombard Street all that 
weight of love and hatred whieh Ireland h.ad found 
herself able to muster through twenty-four hours 

in the great depot of Dublin, by way' of donation 
to England. 

On rcdcction, I have done m^'scll some injustice. 
Not altogether without a plan had I been from the 
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first; and in coming along I had matured it. My 
success in such a plan would turn upon my chance of 
borrowing on personal security. £200, without count- 
ing any interest upon it, would subdivide into four 
sums of £50. Now, what interval was it that divided 
me from my majority? Simply an interval of four 
years. London, I knew or believed, was the dearest 
of all cities for three items of expenditure : { 1 ) servants^ 
wages; (2) lodgings’; (3) dairy produce. In other 
things, London was often cheaper than most towns. 
Now, in a London street, having no pretensions beyond 
those of decent respectability, it has always been 
possible for the last half-century to obtain two fur- 
nished rooms at a weekly cost of half-a-guinea. This 
sum (or say £25) deducted would leave me annually 
about the same sum for my other expenses. Too 
certainly I knew that this would suffice. If, therefore, 
I could obtain the ;{^200, my plan was to withdraw 
from the knowledge of all my connexions until I 
should become mei juris by course of law. In such a 
case, it is true that I must have waived all the advan- 
tages, fancied or real, small or great, from residence 
at a university. But, as in fact I never drew the 
slightest advantage or emolument from any univer- 
sity, my scheme when realised would have landed me 
in the same point which finally I attained by its 
failure. The plan was simple enough, but it rested on 
the assumption that I could melt the obduracy of 

^ Not universally. Glasgow, if you travel from Hammerfest 
southwards (that is, from the northernmost point of Norway, 
or Swedish Lapland, traversing all latitudes of Europe to 
Gibraltar on the west, or Naples on the east), is the one dearest 
place for lodgings known to man. A decent lodging for a 
single person, in Edinburgh which could be had readily for 
kalf-a-guinea a-week, will in Glasgow cost a guinea. Glasgow, 
except as to servants, is a dearer abode than London. 
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money-lenders. On this point I had both hopes and 

Tears. But more irritating than either was the delay 

which eventually I came to recognbe as an essential 

element in the policy of all money-lenders: in that 

way only can they raise up such claims on behalf of 

their law-agents as may be fitted for sustaining their 
zeal. 

• • 

I lost no time in opening the business which had 
brought me to London. By ten a.m., an hour when 
all men of business arc presumed to be at their posts, 
personally or by proxy, I presented myself at the 
money-lender s oflice. My name was already known 
there: for I had, by letters from Wales, containing 
\ ery plain and very accurate statements of my position 
in life and my pecuniary expectations (some of which 
statements it afterwards appeared that he had person- 
ally investigated and verified), endeavoured to win 
his favourable attention. 

The money-lender, as it turned out, had one fixed 
lulc of action. He never granted a personal inter\‘iew 
to any man; no, not to the most beloved of his clients. 
One and all myself, therefore, among the crowd — 
he rcfcired for information, and for the means of 
jiiosecuting any kind ol negotiation, to an attorney, 
who called himself, on most days of the week, by the 
name of Brunell, but occasionally (might it perhaps 
be on red-kner days?) by the more common name of 
Brown. Mr. Brunell-Brown, or Brown-Bruncll, had 
located his hearth (if ever he had possessed one), and 
Ins household gods (when they were not in the custodv 
of the sherilf), in Greek Street, Soho. The house was 
not in itself, supposing that its face liad been wasluxl 
now and then, at all disrespectable. But it wore an 
unhappy countenance of gloom and unsocial fretful- 
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ness, due in reality to the long neglect of painting, 
cleansing, and in some instances of repairing. There 
were, however, no fractured panes of glass in the 
windows; and the deep silence which invested the 
house, not only from the absence of all visitors, but 
also of those common household functionaries, bakers, 
butchers, beer-carriers, sufficiently accounted for the 
desolation, by suggesting an excuse not strictly true — 
viz. that it might be tenantless. The house already 
had tenants through the day, though of a noiseless 
order, and was destined soon to increase them. 

Mr. Brown-Brunell, after reconnoitring me through 
a narrow side-window (such as is often attached to 
i'ront-doors in London), admitted me cheerfully, and 
conducted me, as an honoured guest, to his private 
qfficina diplomatum at the back of the house. From the 
expression of his face, but much more from the con- 
tradictory and self-counteracting play of his features, 
you gathered in a moment that he was a man who 
had much to conceal, and much, perhaps, that he 
would gladly forget. His eye expressed wariness 
against surprise, and passed in a moment into irre- 
pressible glances of suspicion and alarm. No smile 
that ever his face naturally assumed but was pulled 
short up by some freezing counteraction, or was 
chased by some close-following expression of sadness. 
One feature there was of relenting goodness and 
nobleness in Mr. Brunell’s character, to which it was 
that subsequently I myself was most profoundly in- 
debted for an asylum that saved my life. He had the 
deepest, the most liberal, and unaffected love of know- 
ledge, but, above all, of that specific knowledge which 
we call literature. His own stormy (and no doubt 
oftentimes disgraceful) career in life, that had en- 
tangled him in perpetual feuds with his fellow-men, 
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he ascribed, with bitter imprecations, to the sudden 
interruption of his studies consequent upon his 
father s violent death, and to the necessity which 
threw him, at a boyish age, upon a professional life in 
the lower branches of law— threw him, therefore, 
upon daily temptations, by surrounding him with 
opportunities for taking advantages not strictly hon- 
ourable, before he had formed any fixed principles at 
all. From the very first, Mr. Brunell had entered 
zealously into such conversations with myself as 
either gave openings for reviving his own delightful 
remembrances of classic authors, or brought up some- 
times doubts for solution, sometimes perplexities and 

cn.ses of intricate construction for illustration and 
disentanglement. 

Hunger-bitten as the hou.se and the household 
genius seemed, wearing the legend of Famine upon 
every mantelpiece and ‘coigne of vantage,’ and vehe- 
mently protesting, as it must have done through all 
its echoes, against the introduction of supernumerary 
mouths, nevertheless there was (and, I suppose, of 
necessity) a clerk, who bore the name of Pyment or 
Pyemont, then first of all, then last of all, made 
known to me as a possible surname. Mr. Pyment had 
no a/ias— or not to my knowledge— except, indeed, in 
the vituperative vocabulary of Mr. Brunell; in which 
most variegated nomenclature he bore many scores 
ol opprobrious names, having no reference whatever 
to any real habits of the man, good or bad. At two 
rooms’ distance, Mr. Brunell alwas-s assumed a minute 
and circumstantial knotvlcdge of what l\mcnt tvas 
doing then, and what he was going to do nc.xt. All 
svhich Pyment gave himself little trouble to answer, 
unless it happened (as now and then it did) that he 
could do so with ludicrous elTect. What made the 
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necessity for Pyment was the continual call for ‘an 
appearance’ to be put in at some of the subordinate 
courts in Westminster — courts of conscience, sheriff 
courts, &c. But it happens often that he who is most 
indispensable, and gets through most work at one 
hour, becomes a useless burden at another; as the 
hardest working reaper seems, in the eyes of an ignor- 
amus, on a wet, wintry day, to be a luxurious idler. 
Of these ups and downs in Pyment’s working life Mr. 
Brunell made a most cynical use; making out that 
Pyment not only did nothing, but also that he created 
much work for the afflicted Brunell. However, it hap- 
pened occasionally that the truth vindicated itself, by 
making a call upon Pyment’s physics— aggressive or 
defensive — that needed an instant attention. ‘Pyment, 
I say; this way, Pyment — you’re wanted, Pyment.’ 
In fact, both were big, hulking men, and had need 
to be so; for sometimes, whether with good reason 
or none, clients at the end of a losing suit, or of a 
suit nominally gained, but unexpectedly laden with 
heavy expenses, became refractory, showed fight, and 
gave Pyment reason for saying that at least on this day 
he had earned his salary by serving an ejectment on a 
client whom on any other plan it might have been 
hard to settle with. 

But I am anticipating. I go back, therefore, for a 
few explanatory words, to the day of my arrival in 
London. How beneficial to me would a little candour 
have been at that early period! If (which was the 
simple truth, known to all parties but myself) I had 
been told that nothing would be brought to a close 
in less than six months, even assuming the uldmate 
adoption of my proposals, I should from the first have 
dismissed all hopes of this nature, as being unsuited 
to the practicabilities of my situation. It will be seen 
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further on that there was a real and sincere intention 
of advancing the money wanted. But it was then too 
late. And universally I believe myself entitled to say 
that even honourable lawyers will not in a case of this 
nature move at a faster pace: they will all alike loiter 
ufwn varied allegations through six months; and for 
this reason,— that any shorter period, they fancy, will 
hardly seem to justify, in the eyes of their client, the i 
sum which they find themselves entitled to charge for 
their trouble and their preliminary correspondence. 
How much better for both sides, and more honourable, 
as more frank and free from disguises, that the client 
should say, ‘Raise this sum* (of, suppose, £^oo) ‘in 
three weeks,— which can be done, if it can be done in 
three years; and here is a bonus of ;{^ioo. Delay for 
two months, and I decline the whole transaction.* 
Treated with that sort of openness, how much bodily 
suffering of an extreme order, and how much of the 
sickness from hope deferred, should I have escaped! 
Whereas, under the system (pursued with me as with 
all clients) of continually refreshing my hopes with I 
new delusions, whiling me on with pretended prepara- 
tion of deeds, and extorting from me, out of every 
little remittance I received from old family friends 
casually met in London, as much as possible for the 
purchase of imaginary stamps, the result was that I 
myself was brought to the brink of destruction through 
pure inanition; whilst, on tlie other hand, those con- , 
cerned in these deceptions gained nothing that might , 
not have been gained honourably and rightfully under 
a system of plain dealing. 

As it was, subject to these eternal deceptioHS, I 
continued for seven or eight weeks to live most par- 
simoniously in lodgings. These lodgings, though 
barely decent in my eyes, ran axsay widi at the Ic^t 
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two-thirds of my remaining guineas. At length, whilst 
it was yet possible to reserve a solitary half-guinea 
towards the more urgent interest of finding daily 
food, I gave up my rooms, and, stating exactly the 
circumstances in which I stood, requested permission 
of Mr. Brunell to make use of his large house as a 
nightly asylum from the open air. Parliament had 
not then made it a crime, next door to a felony, for a 
man to sleep out-of-doors (as some twenty years later 
was done by our benign legislators) ; as yet that was 
no crime. By the law I came to know sin, and, look- 
ing back to the Cambrian hills from distant years, 
discovered to my surprise what a parliamentary 
wretch I had been in elder days, when I slept amongst 
cows on the open hill-sides. Lawful as yet this was; 
but not, therefore, less full of misery. Naturally, then, 

I was delighted when Mr. Brunell not only most 
readily assented to my request, but begged of me to 
come that very night, and turn the house to account 
as fully as I possibly could. The cheerfulness of such 
a concession brought with it one drawback. I now 
regretted that I had not, at a much earlier period, 
applied for this liberty; since I might thus have saved 
a considerable fund of guineas, applicable, of course, 
to all urgent necessities, but at this particular moment 
to one of clamorous urgency — viz. the purchase of 
blankets. O ancient women, daughters of toil and 
suffering, amongst all the hardships and bitter inheri- 
tances of flesh that ye are called upon to face, not 
one — not even hunger — seems in my eyes comparable 
to that of nighdy cold. To seek a refuge from cold in 
bed, and then, from the thin, gauzy texture of the 
miserable, worn-out blankets, ‘not to sleep a wink,’ as 
Wordsworth records of p>oor old women in Dorset- 
shire, where coals, from local causes, were at the very 
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dearest— what a terrific enemy was that for poor old 
grandmothers to face in fight ! How feelingly I learned 
at this time, as heretofore I had learned on the wild 
hill-sides m Wales, what an unspeakable blessing is 
that of warmth! A more killing cui^e there does not 
exist for man or woman than that bitter combat be- 
tween the weariness that prompts sleep and the keen 
searching cold that forces you from the first access of 
sleep to start up horror-stricken, and to seek warmth 
vainly m renewed exercise, though long since fainting 
under fatigue. However, even without blankets, it 
was a fine thing to have an a,sylum from the open air, 

and to be assured of this asylum as long as I was 
likely to want it. 

Towards nightfall I went down to Greek Street, 
and found, on taking possession of my new quarters, 
that the house already contained one single inmate,— 
a poor, friendless child, apparently ten years old; but 
she seemed hunger-bitten; and sufferings of that sort 
often make children look older than they are. From 
this forlorn child I learned that she had slept and lived 
Uiere alone for some time before I came; and great 
joy the poor creature expressed u hen she found that 
I was in future to be her companion through the hours 
of d^arkness. The house could hardly be called large 
—that IS, it was not large on each separate storey; but, 
having four storeys in all, it was large enough to im- 
press vividly the sense of its echoing loneliness; and, 
li om the want of furniture, the noise of the rats made 
a prodigious uproar on the staircase and hall- so 
that amidst the real fleshly ills of cold and hunger, 
the forsaken child had found leisure to sufi'er still more 
from the self-created one of ghosts. Against these 
enemies I could promise her protection; human com- 
pamonsliip was in itself protection; but of oUicr and 
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more needful aid I had, alas! little to ofTer. We lay 
upon the floor, with a bundle of law-papers for a 
pillow, but with no other covering than a large horse- 
man’s cloak; afterwards, however, we discovered in a 
garret an old sofa-cover, a small piece of rug, and 
some fragments of other articles, which added a little 
to our comfort. The poor child crept close to me for 
warmth, and for security against her ghostly enernies. 
When I was not more than usually ill, I took her into 
my arms, so that, in general, she was tolerably warm, 
and often slept when I could not; for, during the last 
two months of my sufferings, I slept much in the day- 
time, and was apt to fall into transient dozings at all 
hours. But my sleep distressed me more than my 
watching; for, besides the tumultuousness of my 
dreams (which were only not so awful as those which 
I shall have hereafter to describe as produced by 
opium), my sleep was never more than what is called 
dog-sleep; so that I could hear myself moaning; and 
very often I was awakened suddenly by my own voice. 
About this time, a hideous sensation began to haunt 
me as soon as I fell into a slumber, which has since 
returned upon me, at different periods of my life — 
viz. a sort of twitching (I knew not where, but appar- 
ently about the region of the stomach), which com- 
pelled me violently to throw out my feet for the sake 
of relieving it. This sensation coming on as soon as I 
began to sleep, and the effort to relieve it constantly 
awaking me, at length I slept only from exhaustion; 
and, through increasing weakness (as I said before), 
I was constantly falling asleep and constantly awak- 
ing. Too generally the very attainment of any deep 
repose seemed as if mechanically linked to some fatal 
necessity of self-interruption. It was as though a cup 
were gradually filled by the sleepy overflow of some 
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natural fountain, llie fulness of the cup expressing 
symbolically the completeness of the rest: but then 
m the next stage of the process, it seemed as though 
the rush and torrent-like babbling of the redundant 
tvaters, when running over from every part of the cun 
interrupted the slumber w-hich in their earlier stage of 
silent gathering they had so naturally produced. Such 
and so reg-alar in its swell and its collapse-in its 
tardy growth and its violent dispersion— did this end- 
less alternation of stealthy sleep and stormy awaking 
ravel through stages as natural as the increments of 
t'Mhght, or the kindlings of the dawn: no rest that 
was not a prologue to terror; no sweet tremulous 
pulses of restoration that did not suddenly explode 
through rolling clamours of ficr>’ disruption. 

Meantime, the master of the house sometimes came 
m upon us suddenly, and very early; sometimes not 
till ten o clock; sometimes not at all. He was in con- 
stant fear of arrest. Improving on the plan of Crom- 
well every night he slept in a difl'erent quarter of 
I.ondon ; and I observed that he never failed to exam- 
ine, through a private window, the appearance of 
those who knocked at the door, before he would allow 
It to be opened. He breakfasted alone; indeed, his 
ea equipage would hardly have admitted of his 
lazarding an invitation to a second person, any more 
than the quantity of esculent malerial, which, for the 
most part was little more than a roll, or a few biscuits, 
purchased on his road from the place where he had 
slept. Or, If he tasked a party, as I once learnedly 
r>bsm cd to him, the several members of it must have 
stood in the relation to each other (not sal in any rela- 
tion whatever) ofsuccc.ssion, and not of co-e.xistence ; 
in the relation of parts of time, and not of the parts of 
space. During his breakfast, I generally contrived a 
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reason for lounging in; and, with an air of as much 
indifference as I could assume, took up such frag- 
ments as might chance to remain ; sometimes, indeed, 
none at all remained. In doing this, I committed no 
robbery, except upon Mr. Brunell himself, who was 
thus obliged, now and then, to send out at noon for an 
extra biscuit; but he, through channels subsequently 
explained, was repaid a thousand-fold; and, as to the 
poor child, she was never admitted into his study (if I 
may give that name to his chief depository of parch- 
ments, law-writings, &c.) ; that room was to her the 
Bluebeard room of the house, being regularly locked 
on his departure to dinner, about six o’clock, which 
usually was his final departure for the day. Whether 
this child were an illegitimate daughter of Mr. 
Brunell, or only a servant, I could not ascertain ; she 
did not herself know; but certainly she was treated 
altogether as a menial servant. No sooner did Mr. 
Brunell make his appearance than she went below- 
stairs, brushed his shoes, coat, &c. ; and, except when 
she was summoned to run upon some errand, she 
never emerged from the dismal Tartarus of the 
kitchens to the upper air until my welcome knock to- 
wards nightfall called up her little trembling footsteps 
to the front-door. Of her life during the daytime, 
however, I knew little but what I gathered from her 
own account at night; for, as soon as the hours of busi- 
ness commenced, I saw that my absence would be 
acceptable; and, in general, therefore, I went off and 
sat in the parks or elsewhere until the approach of 
twilight. 

But who, and what, meantime, was the master of 
the house himself? Reader, he was one of those 
anomalous practitioners in lower departments of the 
law who, on prudential reasons, or from necessity, 
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deny themselves all indulgence in the luxury of too 
delicate a conscience. In many walks of life a con- 
science is a more expensive encumbrance than a wife 
or a carriage; and, as people talk of ‘laying down* 
their carriages, so I suppose my friend Mr. Brunei! 
had ‘laid down* his conscience for a time; meaning, 
doubtless, to resume it as soon as he could afford it. 
He was an advertising attorney, who continually noti- 
lied to the public, through the morning papers, that 
he undertook to raise loans for approved parties in 
what would generally be regarded as desperate cases 
—VIZ. where there was nothing better than personal 
security to offer. But, as he took good care to ascertain 
that there were ample funds in reversion to be counted 
on, or near connexions that would not suffer the family 
name to be dishonoured, and as he insured the bor- 
rower’s life over a sufficient period, the risk was not 
great; and even of this the whole rested upon the 
actual moneylender, who stood aloof in the back- 
ground, and never revealed himself to clients in his 
proper person, transacting all affairs through his 
proxies learned in the law,— Mr. Brunell or others. 
I he inner economy of such a man’s daily life would 
present a monstrous picture. Even with my limited 
opportunities for observing what went on, I saw 
scenes of intrigue and complex chicanery at which I 
sometimes smile to this day. and at which I smiled 
then in spite of my misery. My situation, however, at 
that time, gave me little e.xpericnce, in mv own per- 
son, of any qualities in Mr. Brunell’s character but 
such as did him honour; and of his whole strange 
(omposition I ought to lorgct everything, but that 

towards me he was obliging, and, to the extent of his 
power, generous. 

That power was not, indeed, very extensive. How- 


170 


ever, in common with the rats, I sat rent free; and, 
as Dr. Johnson has recorded that he never but once 
in his life had as much wall-fruit as he wished, so let 
me be grateful that, on that single occasion, I had 
as large a choice of rooms, or even of apartments, in a 
London mansion — -viz. as I am now at liberty to add, 
at the north-west comer of Greek Street, being the 
house on that side the street nearest to Soho Square 
— as I could possibly desire. Except the Bluebeard 
room, which the poor child believed to be perman- 
ently haunted, and which, besides, was locked, all 
others, from the attics to the cellars, were at our ser- 
vice. ‘The world was all before us,’ and we pitched 
our tent for the night in any spot we might fancy. 

This house I have described as roomy and respec- 
table. It stands in a conspicuous situation, and in a 
well-known part of London. Many of my readers will 
have passed it, I doubt not, within a few hours of 
reading this. For myself, I never fail to visit it when 
accident draws me to London. About ten o’clock this 
very night (August 15, 1821, being my birthday), I 
turned aside from my evening walk along Oxford 
Street, in order to take a glance at it. It is now in the 
occupation of some family, apparently respectable, 
'Fhe windows are no longer coated by a paste com- 
p>osed of ancient soot and superannuated rain; and 
the whole exterior no longer wears an aspect of gloom. 
By the lights in the front drawing-room, I observed 
a domestic party, assembled, perhaps, at tea, and 
apparently cheerful and gay — marvellous contrast, 
in my eyes, to the darkness, cold, silence, and desola- 
tion, of that same house nineteen years ago, when its 
nightly occupants were one famishing scholar and a 
poor, neglected child. Her, by the bye, in after years, I 
vainly endeavoured to trace. Apart from her situation, 
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child. She was neither pretty, nor quick in under- 
standing, nor remarkably pleasing in manners. But 
thank God! even in those years I needed not the 
embellishments of elegant accessories to conciliate my 
allections. Plain human nature, in its humblest and 
most homely apparel, was enough for me ; and I loved 
the child because she was my partner in wretchedness. 
If she IS now living, she is probably a mother, with 

children of her own; but, as I have said, I could never 
trace her. 

This I regret; but another person there was, at that 
time, whom I have since sought to trace with far 
deeper earnestness, and with far deeper sorrow at mv 
la. ure. 1 h.s person was a young woman, and one 
of that unhappy class who belong to the outcasts and 
pariahs of our female population. I feel no shame, 
nor have any reason to feel it, in avowing that I was 
then on faimhar and friendly terms with many women 
■ n that unfortunate condition. Smile not, reader too 
taicless y facile. I rown not, reader too unseasonably 
austere. Little call was there here either for smiles or 
frowns. A penniless schoolboy could not be supposed 
o stand Within the range of such temptations; b^des 
diat, according to the ancient Latin proverb, ‘w 
Cerrre et Baccho: &c. These unhappy women, to me, 
were simply sisters in calamity; and sisters amongst 
w horn, m as large measure as amongst any other equal 
number of persons commanding more of the world’s 
respect, were to be found humanity, disinterested 
generosity, courage that would not falter in defence 
of he helfdess and fidelity that would have scorned 
to take bribes for betraying. But the truth is that at 
no tmic of my life have I been a person to hold m>-self 
polluted b>- the touch or approach of any creature 


that wore a human shape. I cannot suppose, I will 
not believe, that any creatures wearing the form of 
man or woman are so absolutely rejected and repro- 
bate outcasts that merely to talk with them inflicts 
pollution. On the contrary, from my very earliest 
youth, it has been my pride to converse familiarly, 
more Socratkoy with all human beings — man, woman, 
and child — that chance might fling in my way; for a 
philosopher should not see with the eyes of the poor 
limitary creature calling himself a man of the world, 
filled with narrow and self-regarding prejudices of 
birth and education, but should look upon himself as 
a catholic creature, and as standing in an equal rela- 
tion to high and low, to educated and uneducated, 
to the guilty and the innocent. Being myself, at that 
time, of necessity a peripatetic, or a walker of the 
streets, I naturally fell in more frequently with those 
female peripatetics who are technically called street- 
walkers. Some of these women had occasionally taken 
my part against watchmen who wished to drive me 
off the steps of houses where I was sitting; others had 
protected me against more serious aggressions. But 
one amongst them — the one on whose account I have 
at all introduced this subject — yet no ! let me not class 

thee, O noble-minded Ann , with that order of 

women; let me find, if it be possible, some gentler 
name to designate the condition of her to whose 
bounty and compassion — ministering to my necessi- 
ties when all the world stood aloof from me — I owe 
it that I am at this time alive. For many weeks I had 
walked, at nights, with this poor friendless girl up and 
down Oxford Street, or had rested with her on steps 
and under the shelter of porticos. 

She could not be so old as myself: she told me, 
indeed, that she had not completed her sixteenth 
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year. By such questions as my interest about her 
prompted, I had gradually drawn forth her simple 
history. Hers was a case of ordinary occurrence (as 
1 have since had reason to think), and one in which, 
if London beneficence had better adapted its arrange- 
ments to meet it, the power of the law might oftener 
be interposed to protect and to avenge. But thestreani 
of London charity flows in a channel which, though 
deep and mighty, is yet noiseless and underground;— 
not obvious or readily accessible to poor, houseless 
wanderers; and it cannot be denied that the outside 
air and framework of society in London, as in all vast 
capitals, is unavoidably harsh, cruel, and repulsive. 
In any case, however, I saw that part of her injuries 
might have been redressed ; and I urged her often and 
earnestly to lay her complaint before a magistrate, 
friendless as she \yas, I assured her that she would 
meet with immediate attention; and that English 
justice, which was no respecter of persons, would 
speedily and amply avenge her on the brutal ruffian 
who had plundered her little property. She promised 
me often that she would; but she delayed taking tlic 
steps I pointed out, from time to time; for she was 
timic and dejected to a degree which showed how 
deeply sorrow had taken hold of her young heart; and 
perhaps she thought justly that the most upright judge 
and the most righteous tribunals could do nothing "to 
repair her heaviest wrongs. Something, howeVer, 
woult perhaps have been done; for it had been 
settled between us at length (btit. unhappilv, on the 
very hst time but one that 1 ssas ever to see her) that 
in a da>' or two 1, accompanied bv her, should state 
ber case to a magistrate. This little ser%-ice it was 
destined, however, that I should never realise. Mean- 
time, that which she rendered to me, and which was 
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greater than 1 could ever have repaid her, was this : — 
One night, when we were pacing slowly along Oxford 
Street, and after a day when I had felt unusually ill 
and faint, I requested her to turn off with me into 
Soho Square. Thither we went; and we sat down on 
the steps of a house, which to this hour I never pass 
without a pang of grief, and an inner act of homage to 
the spirit of that unhappy girl, in memory of the noble 
act which she there performed. Suddenly, as we sat, 
I grew much worse. I had been leaning my head 
against her bosom, and all at once I sank from her 
arms, and fell backwards on the steps. From the 
sensations I then had, I felt an inner conviction of the 
liveliest kind that, without some powerful and reviv- 
ing stimulus, I should either have died on the spot, 
or should, at least, have sunk to a point of exhaustion 
from which all re-ascent, under my friendless circum- 
stances, would soon have become hopeless. Then it 
was, at this crisis of my fate, that my poor orphan 
companion, who had herself met with little but in- 
juries in this world, stretched out a saving hand to 
me. Uttering a cry of terror, but without a moment’s 
delay, she ran off into Oxford Street, and, in less time 
than could be imagined, returned to me with a glass 
of port-wine and spices, that acted upon my empty 
stomach (which at that time would have rejected all 
solid food) with an instantaneous power of restora- 
tion; and for this glass the generous girl, without a 
murmur, paid out of her own humble purse, at a time, 
be it remembered, when she had scarcely wherewithal 
to purchase the bare necessaries of life, and when she 
could have no reason to expect that I should ever be 
able to reimburse her. O youthful benefactress ! how 
often in succeeding years, standing in solitary places, 
and thinking of thee with grief of heart and perfect 
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love— how often have I wished that, as in ancient times 
the curse of a father was believed to have a super- 
natural power, and to pursue its object with a fatal 
necessity of self-fulfilment, even so the benediction of 
a heart oppressed with gratitude might have a like 
prerogative; might have power given it from above to 
chase, to haunt, to waylay, to pursue thee into the 
central darkness of a London brothel, or (if it were 
possible) even into the darkness of the grave, there 
to awaken thee with an authentic message of peace 
and forgiveness, and of final reconciliation! 

Some feelings, though not deeper or more passion- 
ate, are more tender tlian others; and often when I 
walk, at this time, in Oxford Street by dreary lamp- 
light, and hear those airs played on a common street- 
organ which years ago solaced me and my dear youtli- 
ful companion, I shed tears, and muse with myself at 
the mysterious dispensation which so suddenly and 
so critically separated us for ever. How it happened, 

the reader will understand from what remains of this 
introductory narration. 

Soon after the period of the last incident I have 
recorded, 1 met in Albemarle Street a gentleman of 
his late Majesty’s household. This gentleman had 
received hospitalities, on diflerent occasions, from my 
family ; and he challenged me upon the strength of my 
family likeness. I did not attempt any disguise, but 
answered his questions ingenuously ; and, on his pledg- 
ing his word of honour that he would not betray me 
to my guardians, 1 gave him my real address in 
Greek Street. The next day I received from him a 
ten-pound banknote. The letter enclosing it was 
delivered, with other letters of business, to the at- 
torney; but, though his look and manner informed 
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me that he suspected its contents, he gave it up to me 
honourably, and without demur. 

This present, from the particular service to which 
much of it was applied, leads me naturally to speak 
again of the original purpose which had allured me 
up to London, and which I had been without inter- 
mission prosecuting through Mr. Brunell from the 
first day of my arrival in London. 

In so mighty a world as London, it will surprise my 
readers that I should not have found some means of 
staving off the last extremities of penury; and it will 
strike them that two resources, at least, must have 
been open to me: viz. either to seek assistance from 
the friends of my family, or to turn my youthful 
accomplishments, such as they were, into some chan- 
nel of pecuniary emolument. As to the first course, 
I may observe, generally, that what I dreaded beyond 
all other evils was the chance of being reclaimed by 
my guardians ; not doubting that whatever power the 
law gave them would have been enforced against me 
to the utmost; that is, to the extremity of forcibly 
restoring me to the school which I had quitted, — 
a restoration which, as it would, in my eyes, have been 
a dishonour even if submitted to voluntarily, could 
not fail, when extorted from me in contempt and 
defiance of my own known wishes and earnest resis- 
tance, to have proved a humiliation worse to me than 
death, and which would, indeed, have terminated in 
death. I was, therefore, shy enough of applying for 
assistance even in those quarters where I was sure of 
receiving it, if at any risk of furnishing my guardians 
with a clue for tracing me. My father’s friends, no 
doubt, had been many, and were scattered all over 
the kingdom; but, as to London in particular, though 
a large section of these friends would certainly be 
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found there, yet (as full ten years had passed since his 
death) I knew very few of them even by name; and, 
never having seen London before — except once, in my 
fifteenth year, for a few hours— I knew not the address 
of even those few. To this mode of gaining help, there- 
fore, in part the difficulty, but much more the danger 
which I have mentioned, habitually indisposed me. 
In regard to the other mode — that of turning any 
talents or knowledge that I might possess to a lucra- 
tive use — I now feel half inclined to join my reader in 
wondering that I should have overlooked it. As a 
corrector of Greek proofs (if in no other way), I might 
surely have gained enough for my slender wants. Sucli 
an office as this I could have discharged with an ex- 
emplary and punctual accuracy that would soon have 
gained me the confidence of my employers. And there 
was this great preliminary advantage in giving 3uch 
a direction to my efforts, that the intellectual dignity 
and elegance associated with all ministerial services 
about the press would have saved my pride and self- 
respect from mortilication. In an extreme case, such 
as mine had now become, I should not haveabsolutelv 
disdained the luimbic station of 'devil.' A subaltern 
situation in a service inherently honourable is better 
than a much higher situation in a service pointing to 
ultimate objects that arc mean or ignoble. I am, 
indeed, not sure that I could adequately have dis- 
charged the functions of this office. To the perfection 
of the diabolic character I fear that patience is one 
of the indispensable graces; more, perhaps, than I 
should be found on trial to possess for dancing atten- 
dance upon crotehctyauthors.superstitiously fastidious 
in matters of punctuation. But why talk of my quali- 
fications? Qualified or not, where could I obtain such 
an office? l or it must not be forgotten tliat even a 
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diabolic appointment requires interest. Towards that 
I must first of all have an introduction to some respec- 
table publisher; and this I had no means of obtaining. 
To say the truth, however, it had never once occurred 
to me to think of literary labours as a source of profit. 
No mode sufficiently speedy of obtaining money had 
ever suggested itself but that of borrowing it on the 
strength of my future claims and expectations. This 
mode I sought by every avenue to compass; and 
amongst other persons I applied to a Jew named 
D 

* At this period (autumn of 1856), when thirty-five years 
have elapsed since the first publication of these memoirs, 
reasons of delicacy can no longer claim respect for concealing 
the Jew’s name, or at least the name which he adopted in his 
dealings with the Gentiles. I say, therefore, without scruple, 
that the name was Dell: and some years later it was one of the 
names that came before the House of Commons in connexion 
with something or other (I have long since forgotten what) 
growing out of the parliamentary movement against the Duke 
of York, in reference to Mrs. Clark, &c. Like all the other 
Jews with whom I have had negotiations, he was frank and 
honourable in his mode of conducting business. What he 
promised he performed; and, if his terms were high, as 
naturally they could not but be, to cover his risks, he avowed 

them from the first. To this same Mr. Dell, by the way, 

some eighteen months afterwards, I applied again on the same 
business; and, dating at that time from a respectable college, 
I was fortunate enough to win his serious attention to my 
proposals. My necessities had not arisen from any extra- 
vagance or youthful levities (these my habits forbade), but 
simply from the vindictive malice of my guardian, who, when 
he found himself no longer able to prevent me from going to 
the university, had, as a parting token of his regard, refused 
to sign an order for granting me a shilling beyond the allowance 
made to me at school — viz. £* 0 ° annum. Upon this sum 
it was, in my time {i.e. in the first decennium of this century), 
barely possible to have lived at college; and not possible to a 
man who, though above the affectation of ostentatious dis- 
regard for money, and without any expensive tastes, confided, 
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To this Jew, and to other advertising money- 
lenders, I had introduced myself, with an account 
of my expectations; which account they had little 
difficulty in ascertaining to be correct. The person 

there mentioned as the second son of was found 

to have all the claims (or more than all) that I had 
stated: but one question still remained, which the 
faces of the Jews pretty significantly suggested, — was 
I that person? This doubt had never occurred to me 
as a possible one; I had rather feared, whenever my 
Jewish friends scrutinised me keenly, that I might be 
too well known to be that person, and that some 
scheme might be passing in their minds for entrapping 
me and selling me to my guardians. It was strange 
to me to find my own self, materialiler considered (so 
I expressed it, for I doated on logical accuracy of 
distinctions), suspected of counterfeiting my own 
self, formaliter considered. However, to satisfy their 
scruples, I took the only course in my power. Whilst 
I was in Wales, I had received various letters from 
young friends; these I produced, for I carried them 

nevertheless, rather too much in servants, and did not delicht 
in the petty details of minute economy. I soon, therefore, 
became embarrassed: in a movement of impatience, instead 
of candidly avowing my condition to my mother, or to some 
one of the guardians, more than one of whom would have 
advanced me the ^250 wanted (not in his legal character of 
guardian, but as a private friend), I was so foolish as to engage 
in a voluminous negotiation with the Jew, and was put in 
possession of the sum I asked for, on the ‘regular’ terms of 
paying seventeen and a-half per cent by way of annuity on all 
the money furnished; Israel, on his part, graciously resuming 
no more than about ninety guineas of the said money, on 
account of an attorney’s bill (for what services, to whom 
rendered, and when — whether at the siege of Jerusalem, or 
at the building of the Second Temple — I have not yet dis- 
covered). How many perches this bill measured 1 really 
forget ; but 1 still keep it in a cabinet of natural curiosities. 
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constantly in my pocket. Most of these letters were 
from the Earl of Altamont, who was at that time, and 
had been for some years back, amongst my confiden- 
tial friends. These were dated from Eton. I had also 
some from the Marquis of Sligo, his father; who, 
though absorbed in agricultural pursuits, yet having 
been an Etonian himself, and as good a scholar as 
a nobleman needs to be, still retained an affection for 
classical studies and for youthful scholars. He had, 
accordingly, from the time that I was fifteen, corre- 
sponded with me — ^sometimes upon the great im- 
provements which he had made, or was meditating, in 
the counties of Mayo and Sligo, since I had been there; 
sometimes upon the merits of a Latin poet; at other 
times, suggesting subjects on which he fancied that I 
could write verses myself, or breathe poetic inspiration 
into the mind of my once familiar companion, his son. 

On reading the letters, one of my Jewish friends 
agreed to furnish two or three hundred pounds on 
my personal security, provided I could persuade the 
young earl — who was, by the way, not older than 
myself — to guarantee the payment on our joint com- 
ing of age; the Jew’s final object being, as I now sup- 
pose, not the trifling profit he could expect to make 
by me, but the prospect of establishing a connexion 
with my noble friend, whose great expectations were 
well known to him. In pursuance of this proposal on 
the part of the Jew, about eight or nine days after I 
had received the ;{^io, I prepared to visit Eton. Nearly 
three guineas of the money I had given to my money- 
lending friend in the background : or, more accurately, 
I had given that sum to Mr. Brunell, alias Brown, as 
representing Mr. Dell, the Jew; and a smaller sum 
I had given directly to himself, on hb own separate 
account. What he alleged in excuse for thus draining 
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my purse at so critical a moment was that stamps must 
be bought, in order that the writings might be pre- 
pared whilst I was away from London. I thought in 
my heart that he was lying, but I did not wish to give 
him any excuse for charging his own delays upon me. 
About fifteen shillings I had employed in re-establish- 
ing (though in a very humble way) my dress. Of the 
remainder, I gave one-quarter (something more than 
a guinea) to Ann, meaning, on my return, to have 
divided with her whatever might remain. 

These arrangements made, soon after six o’clock, 
on a dark winter evening, I set olT, accompanied by 
Ann, towards Piccadilly; for it was my intention to 
go down as far as the turn to Salt Hill and Slough on 
the Bath or Bristol mail. Our course lay through a 
part of the town which has now totally disappeared, 
so that I can no longer retrace its ancient boundaries 
—having been replaced by Regent Street and its 
adjacencies. Swallow Street is all that I remember of 
the names superseded by this large revolutionary 
usurpation. Having time enough before us, however, 
we bore away to the left, until we came into Golden 
Square. There, near the corner of Sherrard Street, 
we sat down, not wishing to part in the tumult and 
blaze of Piccadilly. I had told Ann of my plans some 
time before, and now I assured her again that she 
should share in my good fortune, if I met with any, 
and that I would never forsake her, as soon as I had 
power to protect her. This I fully intended, as much 
from inclination as from a sense of duty; for, setting 
aside gratitude (which in any case must have made 
me her debtor for life), I loved her as afTcctionatcly 
as if she had been my sister; and at this moment witlt 
sevenfold tenderness, from pity at witnessing her 
extreme dejection. I had apparently most reason foi 
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dejection, because I was leaving the saviour of my 
life; yet I, considering the shock my health had re- 
ceived, was cheerful and full of hope. She, on the 
contrary, who 'was parting with one who had had 
little means of serving her, except by kindness and 
brotherly treatment, was overcome by sorrow, so that, 
when I kissed her at our final farewell, she put her 
arms about my neck, and wept, without speaking a 
word. I hoped to return in a week, at furthest, and 
I agreed with her that, on the fifth night from that, 
and every night afterwards, she should wait for me, 
at six o’clock, near the bottom of Great Titchfield 
Street; which had formerly been our customary haven 
of rendezvous, to prevent our missing each other in 
the great Mediterranean of Oxford Street. This, and 
other measures of precaution, I took; one, only, I for- 
got. She had either never told me, or (as a matter of 
no great interest) I had forgotten, her surname. It is 
a general practice, indeed, with girls of humble rank 
in her unhappy condition, not (as novel-reading 
women of higher pretensions) to style themselves Miss 
Douglas. Miss Montague^ &c., but simply by their 
Christian names, Mary., Jane, Frances, &c. Her sur- 
name, as the surest means of tracing her, I ought now 
to have inquired; but the truth is, having no reason 
to think that our meeting again could, in consequence 
of a short interruption, be more difficult or uncertain 
than it had been for so many weeks, I scarcely for a 
moment adverted to it as necessary, or placed it 
amongst my memoranda against this parting inter- 
view; and, my final anxieties being spent in comfort- 
ing her with hopes, and in pressing upon her the 
necessity of getting some medicine for a violent cough 
with which she was troubled, I wholly forgot this pre- 
caution until it was too late to recall her, 
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VVhcn I reached the Gloucester Cofrcc-housc in 
Piccadilly, at which, in those days, all the western 
mails stopped for a few minutes in going out of 
London, it was already a quarter-of-an-hour past 
eight o clock; the Bristol Mail was on the point of 
gomg oir, and I mounted on the outside. The fine 
Huent motion' of this mail soon laid me asleep. It 
is somewhat remarkable that the first easy or refresh- 
ing sleep which I had enjoyed for some months was 
on the outside of a mail-coach— a bed which, at this 
day, I find rather an uneasy one. Connected with 
this sleep was a little incident which served, as hun- 
dreds of others did at that time, to convince me how 
easily a man who has never been in any great distress 
may pass through life without knowing in his own 
person, and experimentally testing, the possible good- 
ness of the human heart, or, as unwillingly I add, its 
possible churlishness. So thick a curtain of m/r/inm is 
drawn over the features and expression of men’s 
natures that, to the ordinary observer, the two ex- 
tremities, and the infinite field of varieties which lie 
between them, are all confounded under one neutral 
disguise. The case was this;— For the first four or five 
miles out of London, I annoyed my fellow-passenger 
on the roof by occasionally falling against him when 
the coach gave a lurch; and, indeed', if the road had 
been less smooth and level than it w-as, I should have 
iallen off from weakness. Of this annovance he 
complained heavily; as, perhaps, in the same cir- 


I he Bristol Mail was at that time the host appointed in 
the kin«aom-owinK that advantage, first of all. to an un- 

li'n* road-and this advantage it shared with the 

Bath Mad (their route being exactly the same for a hundred 

and fi\e milesL hut. secondly, it had the separate advantage 

ot an t’xrra sum for expenses subscribed hv the Bristol 
merchants. 




cumstances, most people would. He expressed his 
complaint, however, more morosely than the occa- 
sion seemed to warrant; and, if I had parted with 
him at that moment, I should have thought of him 
as a surly and almost brutal fellow. Still I was con- 
scious that I had given him some cause for complaint ; 
and therefore I apologised, assuring him that I would 
do what I could to avoid falling asleep for the future; 
and, at the same time, in as few words as possible, I 
explained to him that I was ill, and in a weak state 
from long suffering, and that I could not afford to 
take an inside place. The man’s manner changed 
upon hearing this explanation in an instant: and, 
when I next woke for a minute, from the noise and 
lights of Hounslow (for, in spite of my efforts, I had 
again fallen asleep within two minutes), I found that 
he had put his arm round me to protect me from fall- 
ing off; and for the rest of my journey he behaved to 
me with the gentleness of a woman. And this was 
the more kind, as he could not have known that I was 
not going the whole way to Bath or Bristol. Unfortu- 
nately, indeed, I did go further than I intended; for 
so genial and refreshing was my sleep, being in the 
open air, that, upon the sudden pulling up of the mail 
(possibly at a post-office), I found that we had reached 
some place six or seven miles to the west of Salt Hill. 
Here I alighted; and, during the half-minute that the 
mail stopped, I was entreated by my friendly com- 
panion (who, from the transient glimpse I had of him 
under the glaring lights of Piccadilly, might be a 
respectable upper servant) to go to bed without delay. 
This, under the feeling that some consideration was 
due to one who had done me so seasonable a service, 
I promised, though with no intention of doing so; and, 
in fact, I immediately moved forward on foot. 
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I •h'-" *>a'c been nearly eleven; but so 

slowly did I creep along that I heard a clock in a cot- 

age strike four as I was wi the point of turning down 

liad both refreshed me; but I was weary, nevertheless 
1 emember a thought (obvious enough, and pointedly 
expressed by a Roman poet) which gave me some 
< isolation at that moment, under my poverty. 

here had been, some weeks before, a murder com- 
mitted on Hounslow Heath, which at that time was 
real y a heath, entirely unenclosed, and exhibiting a 
sea-ljke expanse in all directions, e.xccpt one. I can- 
not be mistaken when I say that the name of the 
murdered person was SUfU, and that he was the 
owner of a lavender plantation in that neighbour- 
loo . Every step of my regress (for I now walked 
"ith my face towards London) was bringing me 
noarcr to the heath; and it naturally occurred to me 
that I and the accursed murderer, if he were that night 
abroad, might, at every instant, be unconsciously ap- 
proaching each other through the darkness; in which 

. onvl wd '"unn””""" “■ were long aftenvards 

nMctcd. upon ven* questionable evidence as the ncp 

relralors of this murder. The main testimony against them 

as that of a Newgate turnkey, who had imperfectly overheard 
conversation between the two T'k 

that of ^jrtat dissatisfaction with the evidence* and this 
impression was strengthened by the pamphlet of an acme 
. «Hr, exposing the unsoundne.ss and incoherenev of the 
latements relied upon by the court. They were executed 
liow^r, in the teeth of all opposition. .And. as it haTren«i 

1 iHlicNe. than sixty persons having been trampled 
.nder foot by the unusual pressure of some brewers' dravmen 
h ung heir way with linked arms to the space below 7" 
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case, said I, supposing myself — instead of being little 
better than an outcast, 

‘Lord of my learning, and no land beside* — 

like my friend Lord Altamont, heir, by general 
repute, to 30,000 per annum, what a panic should 
I be under at this moment about my throat! Indeed, 
it was not likely that Lord Altamont should ever be 
in my situation; but, nevertheless, the spirit of the 
remark remains true, that vast power and possessions 
make a man shamefully afraid of dying; and I am 
convinced that many of the most intrepid adventurers 
who, being poor, enjoy the full use of their natural 
energies, would, if at the very instant of going into 
action news were brought to them that they had 
unexpectedly succeeded to an estate in England of 
yC^OjOOO a-year, feel their dislike to bullets furiously 
sharpened,* and their efforts at self-possession propor- 
tionably difficult. So true it is, in the language of a 
wise man, whose own experience had made him 
acquainted equally with good and evil fortune, that 
riches are better fitted 

‘To slacken virtue, and abate her edge. 

Than tempt her to do aught may merit praise.* 

Paradise Regained, 

I dally with my subject, because, to myself, the re- 
membrance of these times is profoundly interesting. 
But my reader shall not have any further cause to 
complain; for now I hasten to its close. In the road 
between Slough and Eton I fell asleep; and, just as 

* It will be objected that many men, of the highest rank 
and wealth, have, notwithstanding, in our own day, as well 
as throughout our history, been amongst the foremost in 
courting danger on the field of battle. True; but this is not 
the case supposed. Long familiarity with power and with 
wealth has, to them, deadened their effect and attractions. 
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the morning began to dawn, I was awakened by the 

voice of a man standing over me, and apparently 

studying my fyfiysics, whilst to me— upon so sudden an 

introduction to him in so suspicious a situation — his 

morals naturally suggested a more interesting subjeet 

of inquiry. I know not what he was. He was an ill- 

looking fellow, but not, therefore, of necessity, an ill- 

meamng fellow; or, if he were, I suppose he thought 

that no person sleeping out-of-doors in winter could 

be worth robbing. In which conclusion, however, as 

it regarded myself, I have the honour to assure him, 

supposing him ever to find himself amongst my 

readers, that he was entirely mistaken. I was not 

sorry at his disturbance, as it roused me to pass through 

hton before people were generally astir. The night 

had been heavy and misty; but towards the morning 

it had changed to a slight frost, and the trees were now 
covered with rime. 


I slipped through Eton unobserved; washed my- 
self, and as far as possible adjusted my dress, at a little 
public-house in Windsor; and, about eight oVlock, 
went down towards the precincts of the college, near 
which were congregated the houses of the ‘Dames.’ 
On my road I met some junior boys, of whom I made 
inquiries. An Etonian is alwav's a gentleman; and, 
in spite of my shabby habiliments, they answered me 
(ivilly. My friend Lord Altamont was gone to Jesus 
College, Cambridge. Tbi omnis ciTusus labor!’ 1 
had, however, other friends at Eton; but it is not to 
all who wear that name in prosperity that a man is 
willing to present himself in distress. On recollecting 
myself, however, I asked for the Earl of Dc'sart,* to 


' I had known Lord Desan. the eldest son of a veiy large 
family, some years earlier, when bearing the title of Lord 
CastleculTc. Cutle was the family name; and 1 believe that 
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whom (though my acquaintance with him was not 
so intimate as with some others) I should not have 
shrunk from presenting myself under any circum- 
stances. He was still at Eton, though, I believe, on 
the wing for Cambridge. I called, was received 
kindly, and asked to breakfast. 

Lord Desart placed before me a magnificent break- 
fast. It was really such; but in my eyes it seemed 
trebly magnificent from being the first regular meal, 
the first ‘good man’s table,’ that I had sat down to 
for months. Strange to say, I could scarcely eat any- 
thing. On the day when I first received my ten- 
pound bank-note, I had gone to a baker’s shop and 
bought a couple of rolls ; this very shop I had some 
weeks before surveyed with an eagerness of desire 
which it was humiliating to recollect. I remembered 
the story (which, however, I now believed to be a 
falsehood) about Otway, and feared that there might 
be danger in eating too rapidly. But there was no 
cause for alarm; my appetite was utterly gone, and 
I nauseated food of every kind. This effect, from 
eating what approached to a meal, I continued to feel 
for weeks. On the present occasion, at Lord Desart’s 
table, I found myself not at all better than usual; and, 
in the midst of luxuries, appetite I had none. I had, 
however, unfortunately, at all times a craving for 
wine: I explained my situation, therefore, to Lord 
Desart, and gave him a short account of my late 
sufferings; with which he expressed deep sympathy, 
and called for wine. This gave me instantaneous relief 
and immoderate pleasure; and on all occasions, when 

they traced their descent from a person of some historic 
interest — viz, that Cuffe who was secretary to the unhappy 
Earl of Essex during his treasonable emeute against the 
government of Queen Elizabeth. 
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I had an opportunity, I never failed to drink wine. 
Obvious it is, however, that this indulgence in wine 
would continue to strengthen my malady, for the tone 
of my stomach was apparently quite sunk; but, by a 
better regimen, it might sooner, and, perhaps, effee- 
tually, have been restored. 

I hope that it was not from this love of wine that 
I lingered in the neighbourhood of my Eton friends- 
I persuaded myself then that it was from reluctance 
to ask Lord Desart, on whom 1 was conscious of hav- 
ing no sulhcicnt claims, the particular service in quest 
of which 1 had come to Eton. I was, however, un- 
willing to lose my journey, and— I asked it. Lord 
Desart, whose good-nature was unbounded, and 
which, in regard to myself, had been measured rather 
by his compassion, perhaps, for my condition, and his 
kiunvlcdgc of my intimacy with several of his relatives, 
than by an over-rigorous inquiry into the e.xtcnt of 
my own direct claims, faltered, nevertheless, at this 
request. He acknowledged that he did not like to 
ha\-e any dealings with money-lenders, and feared lest 
such a transaction might come to the cars of his con- 
nexions. Moreover, he doubted whether his signature, 
whose expectations were so much more bounded than 
those of his cousin, would avail with my unchristian 
fiicnds. Still he did not wish, apparently, to mortify 
me by a refusal peremptory and absolute; for, after a 
little consideration, he promised, under certain con- 
ditions, which he pointed out, to give his sccuritv. 
Lord Desart was at this time not above eighteen years 
of age; but I have often doubted, on recoUecting since 
the good sense and prutlcnce tvhich on this occasion 
he mingled with so much urbanitv of manner (which 
m him wore the grace of youthful sinccritv), whether 
any statesman, the oldest and the most accomplishet| 
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in diplomacy, could have acquitted himself better 
under the same circumstances. 

Re-comforted by this promise, which was not quite 
equal to the best, but far above the worst that I had 
anticipated, I returned in a Windsor coach to London 
three days after I had quitted it. And now I come to 
the end of my story. The Jews did not approve of 
Lord Desart’s conditions, or so they said. Whether 
they would in the end have acceded to them, and were 
only seeking time for making further inquiries, I 
know not; but many delays were made — time passed 
on — the small fragment of my bank-note had just 
melted away, and before any conclusion could have 
been put to the business I must have relapsed into my 
former state of wretchedness. Suddenly, at this crisis, 
an opening was made, almost by accident, for recon- 
ciliation with my guardians. I quitted London in 
haste, and returned to the Priory; after some time, I 
proceeded to Oxford; and it was not until many 
months had passed away that I had it in my power 
again to revisit the ground which had become so in- 
teresting to me, and to this day remains so, as the 
chief scene of my youthful sufferings. 

Meantime, what had become of Ann? Where was 
she? Whither had she gone? According to our agree- 
ment, I sought her daily, and waited for her every 
night, so long as I staid in London, at the corner of 
Titchfield Street; and during the last days of my stay 
in London I put into activity every means of tracing 
her that my knowledge of London suggested, and the 
limited extent of my power made possible. The street 
where she had lodged I knew, but not the house; and 
I remembered, at last, some account which she had 
given of ill-treatment from her landlord, which made 
it probable that she had quitted those lodgings before 



we parted. She had few acquaintance; most people, 
besides, thought that the earnestness of my inquiries 
arose from motives which moved their laughter or 
their slight regard; and others, thinking that I was in 
chase of a girl who had robbed me of some trifles, 
were naturally and excusably indisposed to give me 
any clue to her, if indeed they had any to give. Finally, 
as my despairing resource, on the day I left London 
I put into the hands of the only person who (I was 
sure) must know Ann by sight, from having been in 
company with us once or twice, an address to the 
Priory. All was in vain. To this hour I have never 
heard a syllable about her. This, amongst such 
troubles as most men meet with in this life, has been 
niy heaviest aflliction. If she lived, doubtless we must 
have been sometimes in search of each other, at the 
\ ory same moment, through the mighty labyrinths of 
London; perhaps even within a few feet of each other 
a barrier no widci\ in a London street, often 
amounting in the end to a separation for eternity! 
During some years I hoped that she did live; and I 
suppose that, in the literal and unrhetorical use of the 
word myriad^ I must, on my difTcrent visits to London, 
have looked into many myriads of female faces, in the 
liopc of meeting Ann. I should know her again 
amongst a thousand, and if seen but for a moment. 
Ilandsome she was not: but she had a sweet expres- 
sion of countenance, and a peculiarly graceful car- 
riage of the head. I sought her, I have said, in hope. 
So it was for years; but now I should fear to see her; 
and her cough, which grieved me when I parted with 
hei, is now my consolation. Xow I wish to see her no 
long(r, but think of her, more gladly, as one long 
since laid in the grave- in the grave, ! would hope, 
ofa Magdalen; taken away before injuries and cruelty 
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had blotted out and transfigured her ingenuous 
nature, or the brutalities of ruffians had completed 
the ruin they had begun. 

***** 

***** 

So then, Oxford Street, stony-hearted stepmother, 
thou that listenest to the sighs of orphans, and drink- 
est the tears of children, at length I was dismissed 
from thee ! The time was come that I no more should 
pace in anguish thy never-ending terraces, no more 
should wake and dream in captivity to the pangs of 
hunger. Successors too many to myself and Ann have, 
doubtless, since then trodden in our footsteps, in- 
heritors of our calamities. Other orphans than Ann 
have sighed; tears have been shed by other children; 
and thou, Oxford Street, hast since those days echoed 
to the groans of innumerable hearts. For myself, how- 
ever, the storm which I had outlived seemed to have 
been the pledge of a long fair weather; the premature 
sufi'erings which I had paid down to have been 
accepted as a ransom for many years to come, as a 
price of long immunity from sorrow; and, if again I 
walked in London, a solitary and contemplative man 
(as oftentimes I did), I walked for the most part in 
serenity and peace of mind. And, although it is true 
that the calamities of my novitiate in London had 
struck root so deeply in my bodily constitution that 
afterwards they shot up and flourished afresh, and 
grew into a noxious umbrage that has overshadowed 
and darkened my latter years, yet these second 
assaults of suffering were met with a fortitude more 
confirmed, with the resources of a maturer intellect, 
and with alleviations, how' deep ! from sympathising 
affection. 

Thus, however, with whatsoever alleviations, years 
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far asunder were bound together by subtle links of 
suffering derived from a common root. And herein 
I notice the shortsightedness of human desires — that 
oftentimes, on moonlight nights, during my fii-st 
mournful abode in London, my consolation was (if 
such it could be thought) to gaze from Oxford Street 
up every avenue in succession which pierces north- 
wards through the heart of Marylcbone to the fields 
and the woods; for that, said I, travelling with my eyes 
up the long vistas which lay part in light and part in 
shade — Uhat is the road to the north, and, therefore, 
to Grasmere’ (upon which, though as yet unknown 
to me, I liad a presentiment that I should fix my 
choice for a residence); ‘and, if I had the wings of a 
dove, that way I would lly for rest.’ '1 hus I said, and 
thus 1 wished in my blindness; yet, even in that veiy 
northern region it was, in that very valley to which 
my erroneous wishes pointed, that this second birth of 
my sufferings began, and that they again threatened 
to besiege the citadel of life and hope. There it was 
that for years I was persecuted by visions as ugly, and 
by phantoms as ghastly, as ever haunted the couch of 
Orestes; and in this unhappier than he — tliat sleep, 
which comes to all as a respite and a restoration, and 
to him especially as a blessed balm for his woundcxl 

heart and his haunted brain, visited me as mv bitter- 

• 

cst scourge. I hus blind was I in iny desires. And yet, 
it a veil interposes between the dim-sightednessol man 
and Ins future calamities, the same veil hides from 
him their alleviations; and a grief which had not been 
Icarcd is met by consolations which had not been 
hoped. I, therefore, wlto participated, as it were, in 
tlie troubles of Orestes (excepting only in his agitatal 
conscience), participated no less in all liis supports; 
my Euinenidcs, like his, were at my bcd-fcct, and 


stared in upon me through the curtains; but, watching 
by my pillow, or defrauding herself of sleep to bear 
me company through the heavy watches of the night, 
sat my Electra; for thou, beloved M , dear com- 

panion of my later years, thou wast my Electra, and 
neither in nobility of mind nor in long-suffering affec- 
tion wouldst permit that a Grecian sister should excel 
an English wife. For thou thoughtest not much to 
stoop to humble offices of kindness, and to servile 
ministrations of tenderest affection ; to wipe away for 
years the unwholesome dews upon the forehead, or 
to refresh the lips when parched and baked with fever ; 
nor even when thy own peaceful slumbers had by long 
sympathy become infected with the spectacle of my 
dread contest with phantoms and shadowy enemies 
that oftentimes bade me ‘sleep no more’ — not even 
then didst thou utter a complaint or any murmur, nor 
withdraw thy angelic smiles, nor shrink from thy 
service of love, more than Electra did of old. For she, 
too, though she was a Grecian woman, and the 
daughter ui the king of men,* yet wept sometimes, and 
hid her face^ in her robe. 

But these troubles are past, and thou wilt read these 
records of a period so dolorous to us both as the legend 
of some hideous dream that can return no more. 

* Apamemnon — ava^ dvhpojv, 

* *Ofj.fia Bgis* as ttcVAov. The scholar will know that 
throughout this passage I refer to the early scenes of the 
Orestes , — one of the most beautiful exhibitions of the domestic 
affections whjch even the dramas of Euripides can furnish. 
To the unlearned reader it may be necessary to say that the 
situation at the opening of the drama is that of a brother 
attended only by his sister during the demoniacal possession 
of a suffering conscience (or, in the mythology of the play, 
haunted by the Furies), under circumstances of immediate 
danger from enemies, and of desertion or cold regard for 
nominal friends. 
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Meantime I am again in Loudon, and again I pace 
the terraces of Oxford Street by night; and often- 
times — when I am oppressed by anxieties that de- 
mand all my philosophy and the comfort of thy 
presence to support, and yet remember that I am 
separated from thee by three luindred miles and the 
length of three dreary months— 1 look up the streets 
that run northward from Oxford Street, upon moon- 
light nights, and recollcrt my youthful ejaculation of 
anguish; but then, remembering that thou art sitting 
alone in that same valley, and mistress of that very 
iiousc to whicli my heart turned in its blindness nine- 
teen years ago, I think that, though blind indeed, and 
st attered to the winds of late, the promptings of my 
heart may yet have had reference to a remoter time, 
and may be justified il read in another meaning; and, 
if I could allow myself to descend again to the impot- 
ent wishes of cliildhood, I shoidd again say to myself, 
as I look to the north, ‘Oh, that I had the wings of a 
dove ! and with how just a coniidence in thy good and 
gracious nature might I add the other half of my early 
-ejaculation— ‘and that way I would fly for comfortP 
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PART II 


THE PLEASURES OF OPIUM 

I T is very long since I first took opium; so long that, 
if it had been a trifling incident in my life, I 
might have forgotten its date: but cardinal events are 
not to be forgotten; and, from circumstances con- 
nected with it, I remember that this inauguration into 
the use of opium must be referred to the spring or to 
the autumn of 1804; during which seasons I was in 
London, having come thither for the first time since 
my entrance at Oxford. And this event arose in the 
following way: — From an early age I had been accus- 
tomed to wash my head in cold water at least once 
a-day. Being suddenly seized with toothache, I 
attributed it to some relaxation caused by a casual 
intermission of that practice, jumped out of bed, 
plunged my head into a basin of cold water, and with 
hair thus wetted went to sleep. The next morning, as 
I need hardly say, I awoke with excruciating rheu- 
matic pains of the head and face, from which I had 
hardly any respite for about twenty days. On the 
twenty-first day I think it was, and on a Sunday, that 
I went out into the streets; rather to run away, if 
possible, from my torments, than with any distinct 
purpose of relief. By accident, I met a college ac- 
quaintance, who recommended opium. Opium! 
dread agent of unimaginable pleasure and pain! I 
had heard of it as I had heard of manna or of am- 
brosia, but no further. How unmeaning a sound was 
opium at that time! what solemn chords does it now 
strike upon my heart! what heart-quaking vibrations 
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of sad and liappy rciucmbranccs ! Ri-\cning for a 
moment to these, I feel a mystic importance attached 
to the minutest circumstances connected with the 
place, and the time, and the man (if man he was), 
tliat first laid open to me the paradise of opium- 
< .iters. It was a Sunday altcrnoon, wet and cheerless; 
and a duller spectacle this earth of ours has not to 
show than a rainy Sunday in London. My road 
liomcwards lay throut^h Oxford Street; and near *the 
slateh Pantheon’ (as Mr. Wordsworth has obligingly 
(ailed it') 1 saw a druggist’s shop. I'he druggist (un- 
conscious minister of celestial pleasures!), as if in 
sympathy with the rainy Sunday, looked dull and 
stupid, just as any mortal druggist might be expected 
to look on a rainy London Sunday; and. when I asked 


lor the tincture of opium, he gave it to me as any other 
man might do; and, furthermore, out of my shilling 
1 ('turned to me what seemed to be real copper half- 
pence, taken out of a real wooden drawer. Neverthe- 
less, and notwithstanding all such indications of 
humanity, he has ever since figured in my mind as a 
beatific vision of an immortal druggist, sent down to 
< aith on a special mission to myself. And it confirms 
inc in this way of considering him that, when I next 


( ..me up to London, 1 sought him near the stately 
1 anthcon, and found him not; and thus to me, who 
knew not his name (it, indeed, he had one), he seemed 
lather to have vanished trom Oxford Street than to 
lia\c flitti'd into any other locality, or (which some 
abominable man suggested) to have absconded from 


die rent. 


I he reader may choose to think of him as. 


Sliifcly : It is hut fair to say that Wordsworth meant 
to speak ot the intt rior, which could very little he inferred from 
i!ie me.m, undisiinsuishcd outside, os seen presenting itself 
endways in O.xford Street. 
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possibly, no more than a sublunary druggist ; it may 
^so, but my faith is better. I believe him to have 
evanesced.' So unwillingly would I connect any 
mortal remembrances with that hour, and place and 
creature that first brought me acquainted with the 

celestial drug. ^ 

Arrived at my lodgings, it may be supposed that i 

lost not a moment in taking the quantity prescribe . 

I was necessarily ignorant of the whole art and mys- 
tery of opium-taking ; and what I took I took under 
every disadvantage. But I took it; and in an hour, 

O heavens! what a revulsion! what a resurrection, 
from its lowest depths, of the inner spirit ! what an 
apocalypse of the world within me ! That my pains 
had vanished was now a trifle in my eyes; this nega- 
tive effect was swallowed up in the immensity ot 
those positive effects which had opened before me, 
in the abyss of divine enjoyment thus suddenly re- 
vealed. Here was a panacea, a ^apjxaKov VTjtrevtiej 
for all human woes; here was the secret of happiness, 
about which philosophers had disputed for so many 
ages, at once discovered; happiness might now be 
bought for a penny, and carried in the waistcoat- 
pocket ; portable ecstasies might be had corked up m 
a pint-bottle ; and peace of mind could be sent down 

by the mail. 

1 'Evanesced' This way of going off from the stage of We 
appears to have been well known in the seventeenth centmy, 

but at that time to have been considered a ^ 

of royalty, and by no means open to the use o j 

For, Ibout the year 1686, a poet of rather 

who, apparently, did justice to his name)— viz. ^r. Flatm^ 

-in speaking of the death of Charles 11 ., expresses 

that any prince should commit so vulgar an act as dying, 

because, says he, , 

‘Kings should disdain to die, and only disappear, 
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And, lirst, one word with respect to its bodily 
cflects; for upon all that has been hitherto written on 
the subject of opium, whether by travellers in Turkey 
(who may plead their privilege of lying as an old 
immemorial right), or by professors of medicine writ- 
ing ca: call, aha, I have but one emphatic criticism to 
pronounce— Xonsense! I remember once, in passin- 
a book-stall, to have caught these words from a page 
ol some satiric author-‘By this time I became con- 
vinced that the London newspapers spoke truth at 
least tiy.ee a-wcek-viz. on Tuesday and Saturdav'- 
and might safely be depended upon for— the list of 
bankrupts.’ In like manner, I do by no means deny 
that some truths have been delivered to the world in 
regard to opium: thus, it has been repeatedly affirmed 
by the learned that opium is a tawny brown in colour 
- and this, take notice, I grant; secondly, that it is 
rather dear— which also I grant, for in my time East 
India opium has been three guineas a-pound, and 
1 urkey eight ; and, thirdly, that, if you eat a good deal 
ol It, most probably you must do what is disagreeable 
to any man of regular habits— viz. dic.= These wciglity 

:-vi7. iho iwo days on ivhich the 
Oa^itic IS (or used to bo) published. 

Of tills. |„nvcver, the learned appear laiierlv to have 

Me ■ ‘biclian’s 'Domes., c 

who " hivh I once saw in the hands of a fanner's wile, 

was rV 'I'' doctor 

' u r'”? '“'’'"S '""f' 

inty-hvc omices of laudanum at one dose. The true 
re.ulmR had doubtless been tuenty-fne./ro/u or minims, which 
in a gross equation is held equivalent to one gram of average 

m nur u 7'“'" ''^"-"‘‘de opium-varies enom.ouslv 
L^l, rf 'lie tincture prepared 

k own '■■’’■'noisseurs whom 1 hare 

tmpmffie: S-- 
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propositions are, all and singular, true ; I cannot gain- 
say them; and truth ever was, and will be, commend- 
able. But in these three theorems I believe we have 
exhausted the stock of knowledge as yet accumulated 
by man on the subject of opium. And therefore, 
worthy doctors, as there seems to be room for further 
discoveries, stand aside, and allow me to come for- 
ward and lecture on this matter. 

First, then, it is not so much ailirmed as taken for 
granted by all who ever mention opium, formally or 
incidentally, that it does or can produce intoxication. 
Now, reader, assure yourself, meo periculo, that no 
quantity of opium ever did, or could, intoxicate. As 
to the tincture of opium (commonly called lauda- 
num), that might certainly intoxicate, if a man could 
bear to take enough of it; but why? Because it con- 
tains so much proof spirits of wine, and not because 
it contains so much opium. But crude opium, I 
affirm peremptorily, is incapable of producing any 
state of body at all resembling that which is produced 
by alcohol; and not in degree only incapable, but 
even in kind; it is not in the quantity ol its effects 
merely, but in the quality, that it differs altogether. 
The pleasure given by wine is always rapidly mount- 
ing, and tending to a crisis, after which as rapidly it 
declines; that from opium, when once generated, is 
stationary for eight or ten hours: the first, to borrow 
a technical distinction from medicine, is a case of 
acute, the second of chronic, pleasure; the one is a 
flickering flame, the other a steady and equable glo'.v. 
But the main distinction lies in this — that, whereas 
wine disorders the mental faculties, opium, on the 
contrary (if taken in a proper manner), introduces 
amongst them the most exquisite order, legislation, 
and harmony. Wine robs a man of his self-possession; 
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opium sustains and reinforces it. Wine unsettles the 
judgment, and gives a preternatural brightness and a 
vivid exaltation to the contempts and the admirations, 
to the loves and the hatreds, of the drinker; opium, 
on the contrary, communicates serenity and equipoise 
to all the faeukies, active or passive; and, with respect 
to the temper and moral feelings in general, it gives 
simply tliat sort of vital warmth which is approved by 
the judgment, and which would probably always ac- 
company a bodily constitution of primeval or ante- 
cliluvian health. Thus, for instance, opium, like wine, 
gives an expansion to the heart and the benevolent 
allcctions; but, tlicn, with this remarkable difTcrcnce, 
tliat, in the sudden development of kindhcarlcdncss 
\\hich accompanies inebriation, there is alwas's more 
or le.ss of a maudlin and a transitory character, which 
exposes it to the contempt of the bystander. Men 
shake hands, swear eternal friendship, and shed tears 
— no mortal knows why; and the animal nature is 
clearly iijjpermost. But the expansion of tlie benigner 
leelings incident to opium is no febrile access, no fugi- 
tive paroxysm; it is a healtliy restoration to that state 
which the mind would naturallv recover upon the 
removal of any (leep-sc.ilod irritation from pain that 
had distui hed and quarrelled with the impulses of a 
heart originally just and good. True it is that even 
wine up to a certain point, and with certain men. 
rather tends to exalt and to steady the intellect; I 
invsek, who have never been a great wine-drinker, 
u>ed to lind that hall-a-dozcji glasses of wine advan- 


tageously afleeted the faculties, brightened and inten- 
silied the consciousness, and gave to the mind a feeling 
of being ‘pondei ihus librata suis'; and certainly it is 
most absLirdlv said, in popular language, of any man, 
that he is dis^uiscil in liqui>r: for, on the contrary, most 



men are disguised by sobriety, and exceedingly dis- 
guised; and it is when they are drinking that men dis- 
play themselves in their true complexion of character; 
which surely is not disguising themselves. But still, 
wine constantly leads a man to the brink of absurdity 
and extravagance; and, beyond a certain point, it is 
sure to volatilise and to disperse the intellectual ener- 
gies; whereas opium always seems to compose what 
had’been agitated, and to concentrate what had been 
distracted. In short, to sum up all in one word, a man 
who is inebriated, or tending to inebriation, is, and 
feels that he is, in a condition which calls up into 
supremacy the merely human, too often the brutal, 
part of his nature; but the opium-eater (I speak of 
him simply as such, and assume that he is in a normal 
state of health) feels that the diviner part of his nature 
is paramount— that is, the moral affections are in a 
state of cloudless serenity, and high over all the great 


light of the majestic intellect. 

This is the doctrine of the true church on the sub- 
ject of opium: of which church I acknowledge myself 
to be the Pope (consequently infallible), and self- 
appointed legate a latere to all degrees of latitude and 
longitude. But then it is to be recollected that I speak 
from the ground of a large and profound personal 
experience, whereas most of the unscientific* authors 

* Amongst the great herd of travellers. &c., who show 
sufficiently by their thoughtlessness that they never held any 
intercourse with opium, I must caution my riders sp^ially 
against the brilliant author of ‘Anastasius’ [Thomas Hope. 
1770-1831, merchant-prince, oriental traveller, novelist, &c.J. 
This gentleman, whose wit would lead one to presurne him 
an opium-eater, has made it impossible to consider him in 
that character, from the grievous misrepresentation which he 

has given of its effects at pages 215-217 of Vol. I. Upon 
consideration, it must appear such to the author ■ 

waiving the errors I have insisted on in the text, which (and 
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who have at all treated of opium, and even of those 
who have written professionally on the materia medica, 
make it evident, by the horror they express of it, that 
their experimental knowledge of its action is none 
at ail. I will, however, candidly acknowledge that I 
have met with one person who bore evidence to its 
intoxicating power, such as staggered mv own in- 
credulity; for he was a surgeon, and had hiinself taken 
opium largely for a most miserable affection (past all 
hope of cure) seated in one particular organ. This 
aficetion was a subtle inflammation, not acute, but 
chronic; and with this he fought for more (I believe) 
than twenty years; fought victoriou>Iy, if victor^’ it 
wore, to make life su[iportable for himself, and during 
all that time to maintain in respectability a wife and 
a family of children altogether dependent on him.' 


otluTs) are adopted in the fullest manner, he will himself 
admit (hat an old penticman, ‘with a snow-white beard,' who 
cats 'ample doses of opium,’ and is yet able to deliver what is 
meant and received as very weichty counsel on the bad effects 
of tliat practice, is but an inditierent evidence that opium 
either kills people prematurely, or sends them into a madhouse. 
Hut, for my part, 1 see into tliis old i:cnlleman and his motives; 
the fact is, he was enamoured of ‘the little polden receptacle 
of the pernicious drup which .Anastnsius earned about him; 
and no way of ohtaininp it so safe and so feasible occurred as 
that ot friphteninp its owner out of his w its. 'Phis commentary 
throws a new hpiu upon the cast-, j.nd i;ic.iily improves it as 
a story; for tlic old pcnilcman’s speech, as a lecture on phar- 
macy, is absurd; but, considered as a hoax on Anastasius, it 
reads exccllentlv. 

I bis surpeon it was wlio first made me aw*are of the 
danpcr(»us variability in opium as to strenpth under the 
sluliinp proportions of its combin.uion with alien impurities. 
Naturally, as a man profcssion.dly alive to the danper of 
trcatinp any artificial need of opium bcyt>nd what the anpuish 
of Ins niid.uly at any rale deniandcd, (reniMinp c\'crv hour 
on bcl.alt of his poor children lest, by any indiscretion of 
hts own, he should prccipn.iu' tic crisis of his disorder, he 



I happened to say to him, that his enemies (as I had 
heard) charged him with talking nonsense on politics, 
and that his friends apologised for him, by suggesting 
that he was constantly in a state of intoxication from 
opium. Now, the accusation, said I, is not primd facie 
an absurd one; but the defence is. To my surprise, 
however, he insisted that both his enemies and his 
friends were in the right. T will maintain,’ said he, 
‘that I do talk nonsense; and, secondly, I will maintain 
that I do not talk nonsense upon principle, or with 
any view to profit, but solely and simply,’ said he— 
‘solely and simply — solely and simply (repeating it 
three times over) because I am drunk with opium, 
and that daily.’ I replied that, as to the allegation 


saw the necessity of reducing the daily dose to a tnimmwn. 
But to do this he must first obtain the means of measuring 
the quantities of opium; not the apparent quantities as deter- 
mined by weighing, but the virtual quantities after allowing 
for the alloy or varying amounts of impurity. This, however, 
was a visionary problem. To allow for it was simply impossible. 
The problem, therefore, changed its character. Not to 
measure the impurities was the object; for, whilst entangled 
with the operative and efficient parts of the opium, they could 
not be measured. To separate and eUminate the impi^e (or 
inert) parts, this was now the object. And this was effected 
finally by a particular mode of boiling the opium. That done, 
the residuum became equable in strength; and the daily 
doses could be nicely adjusted. About i8 grams formed his 
daily ration for many years. This, upon the common hospital 
equation, expresses i8 times 25 drops of laudanum. But 
since 25 is = therefore 18 times one quarter of a hundred 
is = one quarter of 1800, and that, I suppose, is 450. So 
much this surgeon averaged upon each day for about nventy 
years. Then suddenly began a fiercer stage the anguish 

from his disease. But then, also, the was ^ 

the victory was won. All duties were fulfilled: his cluldren 
prosperously launched in life; and death, which to himself 
was becoming daily more necessary as a relief from torment, 
now fell injuriously upon nobody. 
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of his enemies, as it seemed to be established upon 
such respectable testimony, seeing that the three 
parties concerned all agreed so far, it did not become 
me to question it; but the defence set up I must 
demur to. He proceeded to discuss the matter, and 
to lay down his reasons; but it seemed to me so im- 
polite to pursue an argument which must have pre- 
sumed a man mistaken in a point belonging to his 
own profession, that I did not press him, even when 
his course of argument seemed open to objection; not 
to mention that a man who talks nonsense, even 
though ‘witli no view to profit,* is not altogether the 
most agreeable respondent in a dis|nitc. I confess, 
however, tliat the autliority of a surgeon, and one 
who was reputed a good one, may seem a weighty 
one to my prejudice; but still I must plead my experi- 
ence, wliich was greater than his greatest by more 
than seven thousand drops a-day; and, tliough it was 
not possible to suppose a medical man unacquainted 
with the characteristic symptoms of vinous intoxica- 
tion, yet it struck me that he might proceed on a 
logical error ot using the word intoxication with too 
careless a l.ititude, extending it generically to all 
modes of nervous excitement, instead of restricting it 


to one special (juality of pleasurable elevation, dis- 
tinguished by well-known symptoms, and connected 
with tendencies not to be evaded. 'I'wo of tlicsc 
tendencies I will mention as diagnostic, or charac- 
teristie and inseparalile marks of ordinary alcoholic 
intoxication, but which no excess in the use of opium 
ever develops. One is the loss of self-command, in 
relation to all one's acts and purpases, which steals 
gradually (tliough with varying degrees of speed) 
over all persons indiscriminatelv wlien indulging in 
wine or distilled liquoi's beyond a certain limit. The 
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tongue and other organs become unmanageable : the 
intoxicated man speaks inarticulately ; and, with re- 
gard to certain words, makes efforts ludicrously earnest, 
yet oftentimes unavailing, to utter them. The eyes 
are bewildered, and see double; grasping too little, 
and too much. The hand aims awry. The l^s 
stumble, and lose their power of concurrent acUon. To 
this result all people tend, though by varying rates 
of acceleration. Secondly, as another characteristic, 
it may be noticed that in alcoholic intoxication the 
movement is always along a kind of arch ; the drinker 
rises through continual ascents to a summit or apex^ 
from which he descends through corresponding steps 
of declension. There is a crowning point in the move- 
ment upwards, which once attained cannot be re- 
newed: and it is the blind, unconscious, but always 
unsuccessful effort of the obstinate drinker to restore 
this supreme altitude of enjoyment which tempts him 
into excesses that become dangerous. After reaching 
this acme of genial pleasure, it is a mere necessity o 
the case to sink through corresponding stages ot 
collapse. Some people have maintained, in my hear- 
ing, that they had been drunk upon green tea; and 
a medical student in London, for whose knowledge 
in his profession I have reason to feel great respect, 
assured me, the other day, that a patient, in recover- 
ing from an illness, had got drunk on a beef-steak. All 
turns, in fact, upon a rigorous definition of intoxication. 

Having dwelt so much on this first and leading 
error in respect to opium, I shall notice briefly a 
second and a third; which are, that the elevation o 
spirits produced by opium is necessarily followed b> 
a proportionate depression, and that the natural an 
even immediate consequence of opium is torpor an 
stagnation, animal as well as mental. The first o 
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these errors I shall content myself' with simply deny- 
ini^; assuring my reader that, for ten years during 
which I took opium not regularly but intcrmittingly, 
the day succeeding to that on which I allowed myself 
this luxury was always a day of unusually good 
sj)irits. 

With respect to the torpor supposed to follow, or 
r.ithcr (if we were to ( redit the numerous pictures 
of iurkish opium-eaters) to accompany, the practice 
of opium-eating, I deny that also. Certainly, opium 
is classed under the heat! of narcotics, aivl some such 
cflect it may protiucc in the end; but the primary 
cilects of opium arc always, and in the highest degree, 
to excite and stimulate the system. 'I'his first stage of 
its action always lasted with me, during my novitiate, 
for upwards of eight hours; so that it must be the fault 
of the opium-eater himself if he does not so time his 
exhibition of the do^e as that the whole weight of 
its narcotic inlluence may descend upon his sleep. 

I urkish opium-eaters, it seems, arc absurd enough to 
sit, like so many etiuestrian statues, on logs of wood 
as stupid as themselves. lUit, that the reader may 
jiulgc of the degree in wliieh opium is likely to stupefy 
the faculties of an l.nglishman, I shall (by way of 
treating ilie (Iue^ti.ln illustratively, rather than argu- 
mentatively) dc-icrilie the way in which 1 myself often 
pas,scHl an opium e\'ening in London during the period 
between IU04 and ibt.;. It will be seen that at least 
oiiium did not move me to seek solitude, and much 
less to .seek inactivity, or the torpid state of self-involu- 
tion ascribed to the 1 urks. I give iliis account at the 
risk of being pronounced a crazy enthusiast or vision- 
ary; but I regard tliat little. I must desire iny reader 
to bear in mind that I was a hartl student, and at 
sc\cie studies lor all the rest ol nw time; and certainly 



I had a right occasionally to relaxations as well as 
other people. 

The late Duke of Norfolk* used to say, ‘Next 
Monday, wind and weather permitting, I purpose 
to be drunk* ; and in like manner I used to fix before- 
hand how often within a given time, when, and with 
what accessory circumstances of festal joy, I would 
commit a debauch of opium. This was seldom more 
than once in three weeks; for at that time I could not 
have ventured to call every day (as afterwards I did) 
for ‘a glass of laudanum negus^ warm, and without sugar' 
No ; once in three weeks sufficed ; and the time selected 
was either a Tuesday or a Saturday night ; my reason 
for which was this: — Tuesday and Saturday were for 
many years the regular nights of performance at the 
King’s Theatre (or Opera House); and there it was 
in those times that Grassini sang; and her voice (the 
richest of contraltos) was delightful to me beyond all 
that I had ever heard. Yes; or have since heard; or 
ever shall hear. I know not what may be the state of 
the opera-house now, having never been within its 
walls for seven or eight years; but at that time it was 
by much the most pleasant place of resort in London 
for passing an evening.^ Half-a-guinea admitted you 

* *The late Duke of Norfolk *: — My authority was the late 
Sir George Beaumont, an old familiar acquaintance of the 
duke’s. But such expressions are always liable to grievous 
misapplication. Bv ‘the late’ duke Sir George meant that 
duke once so well known to the nation as the partisan friend 
of Fox, Burke, Sheridan, &c., at the era of the great French 
Revolution in 1789-93. Since his time, I believe there have been 
three generations of ducal Howards : who are always interesting 
to the English nation: first, from the bloody historic traditions 
surrounding their great house; secondly, from the fact of their 

being at the head of the British Peerage. 

* I trust that my reader has not been so inattentive to the 
windings of my narrative as to fancy me speaking here of the 
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to the pit, under the troublesome condition, however, 
of being en grande tenue. But to the gallery five shillings 
admitted you; and that gallery was subject to far less 
annoyance than the pit of most theatres. The orchestra 
was distinguished by its sweet and melodious grandeur 
from all English orchestras; the composition of which, 
I confess, is not acceptable to my ear, from the pre- 
dominance of the clangorous instruments, and in some 
instances from the tyranny of the violin. Thrilling 
was the pleasure with which almost always I heard 
this angelic Grassini. Shivering with expectation 1 
sat, when the time drew near for her golden epiphany; 
shivering I rose from my seat, incapable of rest, when 
that heavenly and harp-like voice sang its own vic- 
torious welcome in its prelusive thretldnelo — threHdnelo' 
{0 perrav^Xw — 0pcTTareAai), The choruses were divine 
to hear; and, when Grassini- appeared in some inter- 


Brown-Bruncll and Pyment period. Naturally I had no 
money disposable at that period for the opera. 1 am speakinj* 
here of years stretching far beyond those boyish scenes — 
interludes in my Oxford 1 fe. or long after Oxford. 

' 'Tlirt'ttdnrlo—thrttldtulo ': — 'fhe beautiful representative 
echo by which Aristophanes expresses the sound of the 
Grecian pliorminx, or of some other instrument, which con- 
jecturally has been shown most to resemble our modern 
European harp. In the case of ancient Hebrew instruments 
used in the temple service, random and idle must be all the 
guesses through the Greek Septuagint or the Latin Vulgate 


to identify anv one of tliem. Hut as to Grecian instruments 
the case is different; always there is a remote chance of 
digging up some marble sculpture of orchestral appurtenances 
and properties. 

* Vet alt things change: this same Grassini, whom once 
I adored, afterwards, when gorged with English gold, went 
off to Paris; and, when I heard on wliat ternrs she lived with 
a man so unmagnanimous as Napoleon, 1 came to hate her. 
Did I complain of any man’s hating England, or teaching a 
vNoman to hate her benefactress? Not at all; but simply of 
liis adopting at second-hand the malice of a jealous nation, 
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lude, as she often did, and poured forth her passionate 
soul as Andromache at the tomb of Hector, &c., I 
question whether any Turk, of all that ever entered 
the paradise of opium-eaters, can have had half the 
pleasure I had. But, indeed, I honour the barbarians 
too much by supposing them capable of any pleasures 
approaching to the intellectual ones of an Englishman. 
For music is an intellectual or a sensual pleasure, 
according to the temperament of him who hears it. 
And, by the bye, with the exception of the fine 
extravaganza on that subject in ‘Twelfth Night,’ I do 
not recollect more than one thing said adequately on 
the subject of music in all literature. It is a passage 
in the ‘Religio Medici’^ of Sir T. Browne, and, though 
chiefly remarkable for its sublimity, has also a philo- 
sophic value, inasmuch as it points to the true theory 
of musical effects. The mistake of most people is, to 
suppose that it is by the ear they communicate with 
music, and therefore that they are purely passive as 
to its effects. But this is not so; it is by the reaction 
of the mind upon the notices of the ear (the matter 
coming by the senses, the form from the mind) that 
the pleasure is constructed; and therefore it is that 
people of equally good ear differ so much in this point 
from one another. Now opium, by greatly increasing 
the activity of the mind, generally increases, of neces- 
sity, that particular mode of its activity by which wc 
are able to construct out of the raw material of organic 
sound an elaborate intellectual pleasure, ‘But,’ says 

with which originally he could have had no sincere sympathy. 
Hate us, if you please; but not sycophantishly, by way of 
paying court to others. 

* I have not the book at this moment to consult; but I think 
the passage begins, ‘And even that tavern music, which makes 
one man merry, another mad, in me strikes a deep fit of 
devotion,’ &c. 
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a friend, ‘a succession of musical sounds is to me like 
a collection of Arabic characters; I can attach no 
ideas to them.’ Ideas! my dear friend! there is no 
occasion for them; all that class of ideas which can 
be available in such a case has a language of repre- 
sentative feelings, liut this is a subject foreign to my 
present purposes; it is sufficient to say that a chorus, 
ikc.y of elaborate harmony displayed before me, as in 
a piece of arras-work, the whole of my past life — not 
as if recalled by an act of memory, but as if present 
and incarnated in the music; no longer painful to 
dwell upon, but the detail of its incidents removed, 
or blended in some hazy abstraction, and its passions 
exalted, s[)iritualiscd, and sublimed. All this was to 
be had for five shillings — that being the price of 
admission to the gallery ; or, if a man preferred tlie 
liigh-bred society of the pit, even this might be had 
for half-a-guinca; or, in fact, for half-a-crown less, 
by purchasing beforehand a ticket at the music shops. 
And, over and above the music of the stage and the 
orchestra, I had all around me, in the intervals of 
the performance, the music of the Italian language 
talked by Italian women — for the gallery was usually 
crowded with Italians — and I listened with a pleasure 
such as that with which Weld, llic traveller, lay and 
listened, in Canada, to the sweet laughter of Indian 
women; for, the less you understand of a language, 
the more sensible you are to the melody or harshness 
of its sounds. I'or such a pur|wsc, therefore, it was 
an advantage to me that in those days I was a poor 
Italian scholar, reading it but little, and not speaking 
it at all, nor understanding a tenth part ot what I 
heard spoken. 

I hcsc were my opera pleasures; but another plea- 
sure 1 had, which, as it could be had only on a Satur- 


day night, occasionally struggled with my love of the 
opera; for, in those years, Tuesday and Saturday were 
the regular opera nights. On this subject I am afraid 
I shall be rather obscure, but, I can assure the reader, 
not at all more so than Marinus in his Life of Proclus, 
or many other biographers and autobiographers of 
fair reputation. This pleasure, I have said, was to be 
had only on a Saturday night. What, then, was Satur- 
day night to me more than any other night? I had 
no labours that I rested from; no wages to receive; 
what needed I to care for Saturday night, more than 
as it was a summons to hear Grassini? True, most 
logical reader; what thou sayest is, and ever will be, 
unanswerable. And yet so it was that, whereas differ- 
ent men throw their feelings into different channels, 
and most men are apt to show their interest in the 
concerns of the poor chiefly by sympathy with their 
distresses and sorrows, I at that time was disposed io 
express mine by sympathising with their pleasures. 
The pains of poverty I had lately seen too much of — 
more than I wished to remember; but the pleasures 
of the poor, their hopes, their consolations of spirit, 
and their restings from toil, can never become oppres- 
sive to contemplate. Now, Saturday night is the 
season for the chief regular and periodic return of rest 
to the poor, and to all that live by bodily labour; in 
this point the most hostile sects unite, and acknow- 
ledge a common link of brotherhood: almost all 
Christendom rests from its labours. It is a rest intro- 
ductory to another rest, and divided by a whole day 
and two nights from the renewal of toil. On this 
account I feel always on a Saturday night as though 
I aho were released from some yoke of bondage, had 
some wages to receive, and some luxury of repose to 
enjoy. For the sake, therefore, of witnessing, upon as 
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large a scale as possible, a spectacle with which my 
sympathy was so entire, I used often, on Saturday 
nights, after I had taken opium, to wander forth, 
without much regarding the direction or the distance, 
to all the markets, and other parts of London, whither 
the poor resort on a Saturday night for laying out 
their wages. Many a family party, consisting of a 
man, his wife, and sometimes one or two of their 
children, have I listened to, as they stood consulting 
on their ways and means, or the strength of their 
exchequer, or the price of household articles. Gradu- 
ally I became familiar with their wishes, their dill'icul- 
ties, and their opinions. Sometimes there might be 
heard murmurs of discontent; but far oflcncr expres- 
sions on the countenance, or uttered in words, of 
j)atience, of hope, and of reconciliation to their lot. 
(icnerally speaking, the impression left upon my mind 
was that the poor are practically more philosophic 

than the rich; that they show a more ready and cheer- 

* • 

ful submission to what thev consider as irremediable 

4 

evils or irreparable losses. Whenever I saw occasion, or 
could do it without appearing to be intrusive, I joined 
their parlies, and gave my opinion upon the matter 
in discussion, which, if not always judicious, was 
always received indulgently. If wages were a little 
higher, or were expected to be so — if the quartern 
loaf were a little lower, or it was reported that onions 
and butter were falling—l was glad; yet, if the con- 
trarv were true, 1 drew from opium some means of 
consolation. I'or opium (like the bee, that extracts its 
materials indiscriminately from rases and from tl\c 
soot* of chimneys) can overrule all feelings into a com- 

* 'Soot '\ — In the l:trce capacious chimneys of the rustic 
cottapes throupho\it the I ,ake district you can sec up the entire 
cavity from the scat which you occupy, as an honoured visitor, 


pliance with the master-key. Some of these rambles 
led me to great distances; for an opium-eater is too 
happy to observe the motion of time. And sometimes, 
in my attempts to steer homewards, upon nautical 
principles, by fixing my eye on the pole-star, and 
seeking ambitiously for a north-west passage, instead 
of circumnavigating all the capes and headlands I had 
doubled in my outward voyage, I came suddenly upon 
such knotty problems of alleys, alleys without sound- 
ings, such enigmatical entries, and such sphinx s 
riddles of streets without obvious outlets or thorough- 
fares, as must baffle the audacity of porters, and con- 
found the intellects of hackney coachmen. I could 
almost have believed, at times, that I must be the 
first discoverer of some of these terra incognita, and 
doubted whether they had yet been laid down m the 
modern charts of London. Positively, in one line of 
communication to the south of Holborn for foot pas- 
sengers (known, I doubt not, to many of my London 
readers), the road lay through a man’s kitchen; and, 
as it was a small kitchen, you needed to steer cauti- 
ously, or else you might run foul of the dripping-pan. 
For all this, however, I paid a heavy price in distant 
years, when the human face tyrannised over my dreams, 
and the perplexities of my steps in London came back 
and haunted my sleep with the feeling of perplexities, 
moral or intellectual, that brought confusion to the 
reason, that brought anguish and remorse to the 

conscience. 

Thus I have shown, or tried to show, that opium 

in the chimney corner. There I used often to hear (though 
not to see) bees. Their murmuring was audible, though their 
bodily forms were too small to be visible at that altitude. On 
inquiry, I found that soot (chiefly from wood and peats) was 
useful in some stage of their wax or honey manufacture. 
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docs not of necessity produce inactivity or torpor; but 
that, on the contrary, it often led me into markets 
and theatres. Yet, in candour, I will admit that 
markets and theatres are not the appropriate haunts 
of the opium-eater, when in the divincst state incident 
to his enjoyment. In that state crowds become an 
oppression to him; music, even, too sensual and gross. 
He naturally seeks solitude and silence, as indispens- 
able conditions of those trances, or profoundest re- 
veries, which are the crown and consummation of 
what opium can do for human nature. I, whose 
disease it was to meditate too much and to observe 
too little, and who, upon my first entrance at college, 
was nearly falling into a deep melancholy, from brood- 
ing too much on the sufferings which I had witnessed 
in London, was sufticientlv aware of these tendencies 
in my own thoughts to do all I could to counteract 
them. I was, indeed, like a person who, according to 
the old Pagan legend, had entered the cave of Tro- 
phonius; and the remedies I sought were to force 
myself into society, and to keep my understanding 
in continual activity upon subtleties of philosophic 
speculation. Hut for these remedies. I should certainly 
have become hypochondriacally melancholy. In after 
years, however, when mv cheerfulness was more fullv 

‘ • 4 

re-established, I yielded to mv natural inclination for 

4 4 

a solitary life. At that time I often fell into such 

f 

reveries after taking opium; and many a time it has 
liappencd to me on a summer night — when I have 
been sealed at an open window, from which I could 
overlook the sea at a mile below me, and could at the 
same time command a \ iew of some great town stand- 
ing on a different radius of my circular prospect, but 
at nearly the same distance— that from sunset to sun- 
rise, all through the hours of night, I have continued 
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motionless, as if frozen, without consciousness of my- 
self as of an object anywise distinct from the multiform 
scene which I contemplated from above. Such a scene 
in all its elements was not unfrequently realised for 
me on the gentle eminence of Everton. Obliquely to 
the left lay the many-Ianguaged town of Liverpool; 
obliquely to the right, the multitudinous sea. The 
scene itself was somewhat typical of what took place 
in such a reverie. The town of Liverpool represented 
the earth, with its sorrows and its graves left behind, 
yet not out of sight, nor wholly forgotten. The ocean, 
in everlasting but gentle agitation, yet brooded over 
by dove-like calm, might not unfitly typify the mind, 
and the mood which then swayed it. For it seemed 
to me as if then first I stood at a distance aloof from 
the uproar of life; as if the tumult, the fever, and the 
strife, were suspended ; a respite were granted from the 
secret burdens of the heart,— some sabbath of repose, 
some resting from human labours. Here were the 
hopes which blossom in the paths of life, reconciled 
with the peace which is in the grave; motions of the 
intellect as unwearied as the heavens, yet for all 
anxieties a halcyon calm; tranquillity that seemed no 
product of inertia, but as if resulting from mighty and 
equal antagonisms; infinite activities, infinite repose. 

O just, subtle, and all-conquering opium! that, to 
the hearts of rich and poor alike, for the wounds that 
will never heal, and for the pangs of grief that ‘tempt 
the spirit to rebel,’ bringest an assuaging balm; 
eloquent opium ! that with thy potent rhetoric stealest 
away the purposes of wrath, pleadest effectually for 
relenting pity, and through one night’s heavenly sleep 
callest back to the guilty man the visions of his in- 
fancy, and hands washed pure from blood; O just 
and righteous opium! that to the chancery of dreams 
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suiiimonest, for the triumphs of despairing innocence, 
false witnesses, and confoundest perjury, and dost re- 
verse the sentences of unrighteous judges;— thou 
l)inldcst upon the bosom of darkness, out of the fan- 
tastic imagery of the brain, cities and temples, be- 
yond the art of Pliidias and Praxiteles, beyond the 
splendours of Babvlon and Hekatompylos' ; and, ‘from 
the anarchy of dreaming sleep,* cailcst into sunny 
ight the faces of long-buried beauties, and the blessed 
iiousehold countenances, cleansed from the ‘dis- 
honours of the grave.’ Thou only givest these gifts 
to man; and thou hast the keys of Paradise, O just, 
sul)tl<\ and mighty opium! 


• . 

CouKcons, and I liopc indulgent, reader, liaving 
necoinpanied me thus far, now let me request you to 
move onwards for about eight years; that is to sav, 
from ifio.j (when I said that my acquaintanee with 
opium began) to illia. I'he years of academic life are 
now over and gone— almost forgotten; the student’s 
cap no longer presses my temples; if my cap exists at 
ail, It presses those of some youthful scholar, I trust, 
as happy as myscll, and as passionate a lover of know- 
ledge, My gown is, by this time, I dare to say, in the 
same condition with many thousands of excellent 
books 111 the Ilodleian,— viz. diligentlv perused by 
certain studious moths and worms; or departi'd, how- 
ever (u hieh IS all that I knoiv of its fatcl, to that great 
I cseiToir ot somachoA to M-hich all the tea-cups,^ tea- 
caddies, tea-pots, tea-kettles, &c., have departed. 


' i.f, the /mii,/r,-,/-e,i(.,/ (from (mrov, h.kalo,,. a hundred, 
and ai.A,, py/,, „ gale). This opi.lict of hiindrcd-eated u-as 
api'hed to the Kevptian Thehes in contradisim.uon to the 
araaidoy (/nprup,/,,,, s,T,-r.g.u,;n uluoh designated the 

Oreeian 1 liehes, wnliin one day's journey of .Xtl.ens. 



which occasional resemblances in the present genera- 
tion of tea-cups, &c., remind me of having once 
possessed, but of whose departure and final fate I, 
in common with most gownsmen of either university, 
could give but an obscure and conjectural history. 
The persecutions of the chapel bell, sounding its un- 
welcome summons to matins, interrupts my slumbers 
no longer; the porter who rang it is dead, and has 
ceased to disturb anybody; and I, with many others 
who suffered much from his tintinnabulous propen- 
sities, have now agreed to overlook his errors, and 
have forgiven him. Even with the bell I am now in 
charity; it rings, I suppose, as formerly, thrice a-day, 
and cruelly annoys, I doubt not, many worthy gentle- 
men, and disturbs their peace of mind; but, as to me, 
in this year 1812, I regard its treacherous voice no 
longer (treacherous I call it, for, by some refinement 
of malice, it spoke in as sweet and silvery tones as if it 
had been inviting one to a party); its tones have no 
longer, indeed, power to reach me, let the wind sit as 
favourably as the malice of the bell itself could wish ; 
for I am two hundred and fifty miles away from it, 
and buried in the depth of mountains. 

And what am I doing amongst the mountains? 
Taking opium. Yes; but what else? Why, reader, in 
1812, the year we are now arrived at, as well as for 
some years previous, I have been chiefly studying 
German metaphysics, in the writings of Kant, Fichte, 
Schelling, &c. And how, and in what manner, do I 
live? in short, what class or description of men do I 
belong to? I am at this period — viz. in 1812 — living 
in a cottage; and with a single female servant {honi 
soil qui mal y pense)^ who, amongst my neighbours, 
passes by the name of my ‘housekeeper.’ And, as a 
scholar and a man of learned education, I may pre- 
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sumc to class myself as an unworthy member of that 
indcfimte body called gentlemen. Partly on the ground 
1 have assigned-partly because, from having no 
visible calling or business, it is rightly judged that I 
must be living on my private fortunc-I am so classed 
by my neighbours; and, by the courtesy of modern 
England, I am usually addressed on letters &c 
K^e/mre, though having, I fear, in the rigorous con- 
struction of heralds, antique or antic, dressed like the 

pretensions 

to that distinguished honour ;-yes, in popular esti- 
mation, I am X. Z., Esquire, but not Justice of the 

race, nor Clustos Rotulorum. Am I married? Not 
vet And I still take opium? On Saturday nights. 
• nd, perhaps, have taken it unblushingly ever since 
the rainy Sunday,’ and ‘the .stately Pantheon,’ and 
the beatific druggist’ of 1804? Even .so. And how do 

find my health after all this opium-eating? in short 
how do I do? \Vhy, pretty well. I thank vou, reader.’ 
in lact ,f 1 dared to say the real and simple truth 
(though, in order to satisfy the theories of some medi- 
cal men, I ought to be ill), I was never better in mv 
life than in the spring of 1812; and 1 hope sincerelv 
that the quantity of claret, port, or ‘London particular 
Madeira, which, in all probability, you, good reader, 
have taken, and design to take, for every term of eight 
years during your natural life, mav as little disonler 
your health as mine was tlisordercd by all the opium 
I had taken (though in quantity such that I might 
well have bathed and swum in it) for the eight veai^ 
ictwcen 1804 and 1812. Hence you mav see again 
the tl.migcr ol taking any medical advice from ‘.-\nas- 
tasius m divinity, for ain thing 1 know, he may be a 

' •Annstnsim'—Jhe reader of this generation will manci 
at these repeted references to •.Xnastasnfs: tt is now an alnK«t 




safe counsellor, but not in medicine. No; it is far 
better to consult Dr. Buchan, as I did; for I never 
forgot that worthy man’s excellent suggestion, and I 
was ‘particularly careful not to take above five-and- 
twenty ounces of laudanum.’ To this moderation 
and temperate use of the article I may ascribe it, I 
suppose, that as yet at least (that is, in 1812) I am 
ignorant and unsuspicious of the avenging terrors 
which opium has in store for those who abuse its long- 
suffering. At the same time, as yet I had been only a 
dilettante eater of opium; even eight years’ practice, 
with the single precaution of allowing sufficient inter- 
vals between every indulgence, has not been sufficient 
to make opium necessary to me as an article of daily 
diet. 

But now comes a different era. Move on, then, 
if you please, reader, to 1813. In the summer of 
the year we have just quitted I had suffered much 
in bodily health from distress of mind connected with 
a melancholy event. This event, being nowise related 
to the subject now before me, further than through 
the bodily illness which it produced, I need not more 
particularly notice. Whether this illness of 1812 had 
any share in that of 1813, I know not; but so it was 
that, in the latter year, I was attacked by a most 
appalling irritation of the stomach, in all respects the 
same as that which had caused me so much suffering 
in youth, and accompanied by a revival of all the 
old dreams. Now, then, it was — ^viz. in the year 1813 


forgotten book, so vast has been the deluge of novel-writing 
talent, really original and powerful, which has over-flowed 
our literature during the lapse of thirty-five years from the 
publication of these Confessions. ‘Anastasius* was written by 
the famous and opulent Mr. Hope, and was in 1821 a book 
both of high reputation and of great influence amongst the 
leading circles of society. 
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—that I became a regular and confirmed (no longer 
an intermitting) opium-eater. And here I find myself 
m a perplexing dilemma. Either, on the one hand, 
I must exhaust the reader’s patience by such a detail 
of my malady, and of my struggles with it, as might 
suffice to establish the fact of my inability to wrestle 
any longer with irritation and constant sufTering; or, 
on the other hand, by passing lightly over this critical 
part of my story, I must forgo the benefit of a stronger 
impression left on the mind of the reader, and must 
lay mysclt open to the misconstruction of having 
slipped, by the easy and gradual steps of self-indulging 
persons, from the first to the final stage of opium""- 
eating (a misconstruction to which there will be a 
lurking predisposition in most readers from my 
previous acknowledgments). 'I'his is the dilemma, 
the first horn of which is not to be thought of. It 
remains, then, that I fmiulate so much as is necessary 
for my purpose. And let me take as full credit for 
this as il I had demonstrated it, good reader, at the 
expense of your patience and niy own. lie not so 
ungenerous as to let me suiler in your good opinion 
through my own forbearance and regard for your 
comfort. No; believe all that I ask of vou— viz. that 
I could resist no longer— believe it liberally, and as 
an act of grace, or else in mere prudence; for, if not, 
then in my next edition I will make you believe aiul 
tremble; and, A Jorce d'emuyer, by mere dint of pandi- 
culation, vulgarly called yawning, I will terrify all 
readers of mine from ever again questioning any 
postulate that I shall think fit to make. 

Ihis, then, let me repent: I postulate that, at the 
time I began to take opium daily, I could not have 
done otherwise. Whether, indeed^ afterwards I might 
not have succeeded in breaking ofV tlic habit, even 
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when it seemed to me that all efforts would be un- 
availing, and whether many of the innumerable 
efforts which I did make might not have been carried 
much further, and my gradual re-conquests of lost 
ground might not have been followed up much more 
energetically — these are questions which I must 
decline. Perhaps I might make out a case of pallia- 
tion; but (shall I speak ingenuously?) I confess it, 
as a besetting infirmity of mine, that I am too much 
of an Eudaemonist; I hanker too much after a state 
of happiness, both for myself and others; I cannot 
face misery, whether my own or not, with an eye of 
sufficient firmness, and am little capable of encounter- 
ing present pain for the sake of any reversionary 
benefit. On some other matters, I can agree with the 
gentlemen of The Porch' at Manchester in affecting 
the Stoic philosophy; but not in this. Here I take the 
liberty of an Eclectic philosopher, and I look out for 
some courteous and considerate sect that will con- 
descend more to the infirm condition of an opium- 
eater, — that are pleasant men and courteous, such as 
Chaucer describes, to hear confession or to give 
absolution, and will show some conscience in the 
penances they inflict, or the efforts of abstinence they 
exact from poor sinners like myself. An inhuman 
moralist I can no more endure, in my nervous state, 
than opium that has not been boiled. At any rate, 
he who summons me to send out a large freight of 
self-denial and mortification upon any cruising 

* A handsome news-room, of which I was very courteously- 
made free, in passing through Manchester, by several gentle- 
men of that place, is called either The Porch or The Portico^ 
which in Greek is the Stoa; from which I, a stranger in 
Manchester, inferred that the subscribers meant to profess- 
themselves Stoics, or followers of Zeno- But I have been since 
assured that this is a mistake 
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voyage of moral improvement must make it clear to 
my understanding that the concern is a hopeful one. 
At my time of life (six-and-thirty years of age*), it 
cannot be supposed that I have much energy to 
spare; in fact, I find it all little enough for the intellec- 
tual labours I have on my hands; and, therefore, let 
no man expect to frighten me, by a few hard words, 

into embarking any part of it upon desperate adven- 
tures of morality. 

Desperate or not, however, the issue of the struggle 
in i«i3 was what I have mentioned; and from this 
date the reader is to consider me as a regular and 
confirmed opium-eater, of whom to ask whether on 
any particular day he had or had not taken opium 
would be to ask whether his lungs had performed 
lespiiation, or the heart fulfilled its functions. Now, 
then, reader, you understand what I am; and you 
arc by this time aware that no oKl gentleman, ‘with 
a snow-white beard,’ will have any chance of per- 
suading me (like Anastasius) to surrender ‘the little 
gtildcn receptacle ol ilie pernicious drug.’ No; I give 
notice to all, whether moralists or surgeons, that, 
whatever be tlieir pretensions and skill in their re- 
spective lines of practice, they must not hope for 
any countenance from me, if they think to begin by 
any savage proi)osition for a Lent or Ramadan of 
abstinence from opium. 'I his being fuliv understood 
Ix'twcen us, we shall in future sail before the wind. 
Now, then, reader, from the year 1813, where all this 
lime we have been sitting down and loitering, rise 
up, if \ou please; walk forward about tlirce years 
more; draw up the curtain, and you shall stx' me in a 
new character. 

If an\ man, poor or rich, were to say that he would 

1 his wus writicn at the time of original publication. 
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tell US what had been the happiest day in his life, 
and the why and the wherefore, I suppose that we 
should all cry out, Hear him! hear him! As to the 
happiest day, that must be very diiTicuIt for any wise 
man to assign; because any event that could occupy 
so distinguished a place in a man’s retrospect of life, 
or be entitled to have shed a special, separate, and 
supreme felicity on any one day, ought to be of such 
an enduring character as that (accidents apart) it 
should have continued to shed the same felicity, or 
one not distinguishably less, on very many years 
together. To the happiest lustrum, however, or even 
to the happiest year, a man may perhaps allowably 
point without discountenance from wisdom. This 
year, in my case, reader, was the one which we have 
now reached; though it stood, I confess, as a paren- 
thesis between years of a gloomier character. It was 
a year of brilliant water (to speak after the manner of 
jewellers), set, as it were, and insulated, in the gloomy 
umbrage of opium. Strange as it may sound, I had 
a little before this time descended suddenly, and 
without any considerable effort, from three hundred 
and twenty grains of opium (that is, eight* thousand 
drops of laudanum) per day, to forty grains, or one- 


* I here reckon twenty-five drops of laudanum as equivalent 
to one grain of opium; which, I believe, is the common 
estimate. However, as both may be considered variable 
quantities (the crude opium varying much in strength, and 
the tincture still more), I suppose that no infinitesimal 
accuracy can be had in such a calculation. Tea-spoons vary 
as much in size as opium in strength. Small ones hold about 
one hundred drops; so that eight thousand drops, which 
obviously read into eighty hundred drops, fill a small teaspoon 
eighty times. But large modern tea-spoons hold very much 
more. Some even approach in their capacity to dessert-spoons, 
i he reader sees how much I kept within Dr. Buchan’s 
indulgent allowance. 
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eighth part. Instantaneously, and as if by magic, the 
cloud of profoundcsl melancholy which rested upon 
my brain, like some black vapours that I have seen 
roll away from the summit of a mountain, drew olT 
in one week; passed away with its murky banners as 
simultaneously as a ship that has been stranded, and 
is floated ofT by a springtide, 

‘ Ihai movclh altogether, if it move at all.’ 

Now, then, I was again happy: I now took only 
one thousand drops of laudanum per day — and what 
was that? A latter spring had come to close up the 
season of youth. My brain performed its functions as 
healthily as ever before. I read Kant again ; and again 
I understood him, or fancied that I did. Again my 
feelings of pleasure expanded themselves to all 
around me; and, if any man from Oxford or Cam- 
bridge, or from neither, had been announced to me 
in my unpretending cottage, I should have welcomed 
him with as sumptuous a reception as so poor a man 
could offer. Whatever else might be wanting to a 
wise man’s happiness, of laudanum I would have 
given him as much as he wished, and in a silver-gilt, 
if not golden, cup. And, by the way, now that I speak 
of giving laudanum away, I remember about this 
time a little incident, which I mention because, 
trilling as it was, the reader will soon meet it again in 
mv dreams, which it influenced more fearfully than 
could be imagined. One dav a Malav knocked at 
my door. What business a .Malav could have to 
transact amongst the recesses of English mountains 
is not my business to conjecture; but passibly he was 
on lus road to a seaport — viz. W hitchaven. Working- 
ton, &c. — about forty miles distant,* 

* between the seaf.irinp popvilutions on the coast of Lan- 
c.ishire and the corresponding populations on the coast of 


The servant who opened the door to him was a 

young girl, born and bred amongst the mountains, 

who had never seen an Asiatic dress of any sort: 

his turban, therefore, confounded her not a little; 

and, as it turned out that his knowledge of English 

was exactly commensurate with hers of Malay, there 

seemed to be an impassable gulf fixed between all 

communication of ideas, if either party had happened 

to possess any. In this dilemma, the girl, recollecting 

the reputed learning of her master (and, doubtless, 

giving me credit for a knowledge of all the languages 

of the earth, besides, perhaps, a few of the lunar ones), 

came and gave me to understand that there was a 

sort of demon below, whom she clearly imagined that 

my art could exorcise from the house. The group 

which presented itself, arranged as it was by accident, 

though not very elaborate, took hold of my fancy and 

my eye more powerfully than any of the statuesque 

attitudes or groups exhibited in the ballets at the 

opera-house, though so ostentatiously complex. In a 

cottage kitchen, but not looking so much like that as a 

rustic hall of entrance, being pannelled on the wall 

Cumberland (such as Ravenglass, Whitehaven, Workington, 
Maryport, &c.) there was a slender current of interchange 
constantly going on, and especially in the days of pressgangs 
— in part by sea, but in part also by land. By the way, I 
may mention, as an interesting fact which I discovered from 
an almanack and itinerary, dated about the middle of Queen 
Elizabeth’s reign (say 1579), that the official route in her days 
for queen’s messengers to the north of Ireland, and of course 
for travellers generally, was not (as now) through Grasmere, 
and thence by St. John’s Vale, Threlkeld (for the short cut by 
Shoulthwaite Moss was then unknown), Keswick, Cocker- 
mouth, and Whitehaven. Up to St. Oswald’s Church, Gresmere 
(so it was then spelled, in deference to its Danish original), the 
route lay as at present. Thence it turned round the lake to 
the left, crossed Hammerscar, up Little Langdale, across 
Wrj'nose to Egremont, and from Egremont to Whitehaven. 
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with dark wood, that from age and rubbing re- 
sembled oak, stood the Malay, liis turban and loose 
trousers of dingy white relieved upon the dark 
pannclling; he had placed himself nearer to the girl 
tlian she seemed to relish, though her native spirit 
of mountain intrepidity contended with the feeling 
of simple awe which her countenance expressed as 
she gazx'd upon the tiger-cat before her. A more 
striking picture there could not be imagined than the 
beautiful English face of the girl,^ and its exquisite 
bloom, together with her erect' and independent 
attitude, contrasted with the sallow and bilious skin 
of the Malay, veneered with mahogany tints by 
climate and marine air, his small, fierce, restless eyes, 
thin lips, slavish gestures and adorations. Half- 
hidden by the ferocious-looking Malav, was a little 
child from a neighbouring cottage, who had crept in 
after him, and was now in the act of reverting its 
head and gazing upwards at the turban and the fiery 


’ Tliis j»irl. Harhara I.ewthwaitc, was alrcadv at that time 
a person of S(Mne pi'ctic distinction, being (unconsciously to 
luTsclf) the chief speaker in a Imle pastoral poem of Words- 
worth s. 1 hat she was really beautiful, and not merely so 
described by me for the sake of impro\inc the picturesque 
ctfect, the reader will judKC from this line in the poem, 
written perhaps ten yc.irs earlier, when Barbara juiglit be 
six years old : — 


‘’’IWas little Barbara 


I.ewthwaitc. 


a child of beauty rarc!‘ 


Phis, coming from William Wordsworth, both a fastidious 
ludse and a truth-speaker of the severest literality, argues 
some real pretensions to beauty, or re.d at that time. But it 
is notorious that, in the anthologies of earth through all her 
/ones, one Bower beyond every other is liable to change, 
which flower is the countenance of woman. Whether in his 
tine stanzas upon ‘Mutability,' where the most pathetic 
instances of this eartldy doom arc solemnly arraved, Spenser 
has dwelt suflicicntly upon this, the saddest of all, 1 do not 
remcmber.—IScc Appendix, p. jSS.] 



eyes beneath it, whilst with one hand he caught at 
the dress of the lovely girl for protection. 

My knowledge of the oriental tongues is not 
remarkably extensive, being, indeed, confined to two 
words — the Arabic word for barley, and the Turkish 
for opium {madjoon), which I have learned from 
‘Anastasius.’ And, as I had neither a Malay dic- 
tionary, nor even Adelung’s ‘Mithridates,’ which 
might have helped me to a few words, I addressed 
him in some lines from the Tliad’; considering that, 
of such languages as I possessed, the Greek, in point 
of longitude, came geographically nearest to an 
oriental one. He worshipped me in a devout manner, 
and replied in what I suppose to have been Malay. 
In this way I saved my reputation as a linguist with 
my neighbours; for the Malay had no means of 
betraying the secret. He lay down upon the floor for 
about an hour, and then pursued his journey. On his 
departure, I presented him, inter alia, with a piece of 
opium. To him, as a native of the East, I could have 
no doubt that opium was not less familiar than his 
daily bread; and the expression of his face convinced 
me that it was. Nevertheless, I was struck witli some 
little consternation when I saw him suddenly raise his 
hand to his mouth, and bolt the whole, divided into 
three pieces, at one mouthful. The quantity was 
enough to kill some half-dozen dragoons, together 
with their horses, supposing neither bipeds nor quad- 
rupeds to be regularly trained opium-eaters. I felt 
some alarm for the poor creature; but what could 
be done? I had given him the opiiun in pure com- 
passion for his solitary life, since, if he had travelled 
on foot from London, it must be nearly three weeks 
since he could have exchanged a thought with any 
human being. Ought I to have violated the laws 
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of hospitality by having him seized and drenched 
with an emetic, thus frightening him into a notion 
that we were going to sacrifice him to some English 
idol? No: there was clearly no help for it. The 
mischief, if any, was done. He took his leave, and 
for some days I felt anxious; but, as I never heard 
of any Malay, or of any man in a turban, being found 
dead on any part of the very slenderly peopled road 
between Grasmere and Whitehaven, I became satis- 
fied that he was familiar with opium,* and that I must 
doubtless have done him the service I designed, by 
giving him one night of respite from the pains of 
wandering. 

ihis incident I have digressed to mention, because 
this Malay (partly from the picturesque exhibition 
he assisted to frame, partly from the anxiety I con- 
nected with his image for some days) fastened after- 
wards upon my fancy, and through that upon my 
dreams, bringing with him other Malays worse than 
himself, that ran ‘a-muck'^ at me, and led me into a 
world of nocturnal troubles. But, to quit this episode, 
and to return to my intercalary year of happiness. 
I have already said that, on a subject so Important 
to us all as happiness, wc should listen with pleasure 
to any man’s experience or experiments, even though 


’ 1 his. however, is not a necessary conclusion; the varieties 
of cficct produced by opium on different constitutions arc 
inhnitc. A London ma^Mstrato (Marriott's 'Struuples through 
bite, vol. iii. p. 31)1, third editionHias recorded that, on the 
hrst occasion ot his trying laudanum for the gout, he took 
lORTY drops, the next night sixty, and on the fifth night 
riOMiY, wjtluiut any ctlect whatever; and this at an advanced 


age. 

^ See tlie common accounts, 
voyager, of tlie frantic excesses 


in any eastern traveller or 
committed bv Malays who 


have taken opium, or are reduced to desperation by ill luck 
at gambling. 
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he were but a ploughboy, who cannot be supposed 
to have ploughed very deep in such an intractable 
soil as that of human pains and pleasures, or to have 
conducted his researches upon any very enlightened 
principles. But I, who have taken happiness, both 
in a solid and a liquid shape, both boiled and un- 
boiled, both East Indian and Turkish — who have 
conducted my experiments upon this interesting 
subject with a sort of galvanic battery, and have, for 
the general benefit of the world, inoculated myself, as 
it were, with the poison of eight thousand drops of 
laudanum per day (and for the same reason as a 
French surgeon inoculated himself lately with a 
cancer, an English one twenty years ago with plague, 
and a third, ‘ who was also English, with hydro- 
phobia), I, it will be admitted, must surely now know 
what happiness is, if anybody does. And therefore 
I will here lay down an analysis of happiness; and, 
as the most interesting mode of communicating it, 
I will give it, not didactically, but wrapped up and 
involved in a picture of one evening, as I spent every 
evening during the intercalary year when laudanum, 
though taken daily, was to me no more than the 
elixir of pleasure. 

Let there be a cottage, standing in a valley, ^ 

* He was a surgeon at Brighton. 

* The cotiage and the valley concerned in this description 
were not imaginary: the valley was the lovely one, in those 
daySy of Grasmere; and the cottage was occupied for more 
than twenty years by myself, as immediate successor, in the 
year i8og, to Wordsworth. Looking to the limitation here 
laid down — viz. in those days — the reader will inquire in what 
way Time can have affected the beauty of Grasmere. Do the 
Westmoreland valleys turn grey-headed? O readerl this is a 
painful memento for some of us! Thirty years ago, a gang of 
Vandals (nameless, I thank heaven, to me), for the sake of 
building a mail-coach road that never would be wanted, 

231 


eightrcn miles from any town; no spacious vallcv, 
but about two miles long by thrcc-quarters-of-a-mile 
in average width,- the benefit of which provision is 
that all the (amilies resident within its circuit will 
compose, as it were, one larger household, personally 
familiar to your eye, and more or less interesting to 
your afiections. I,vt the mountains be real moun- 
tains. between three and four thousand feet high, and 
the ^cottage a real cottage, not las a witty author has 
it) a cottage with a double coach-house’: let it be, 
m fact [i'or I must abide bv the actual scene), a while 
cottage, emlHJwercd with flowering shrubs, so chosen 
as to unfold a sucee.ssion ot flowers upon the walls, 
and clustering around the windows, through all the 
months of spring, summer, and autumn; beginning, 
in fact, witli May roses, and ending with jasmine. 
Ixt it, however, not be spring, nor summer, nor 
autumn; but winter, in its sternest shape. This is a 
most important point in the science of liappiness. 
And I am surprised to see people overlook it, as if it 
were actuallv matter of congratulation that winter is 
going, 01, il coming, is not likeb* to be a severe one, 

carried, at a cost of to the defrauded parish, a horrid 

causeway ot sheir gratute masonry, tor tliree-quartcrs-ol-.v 
mile. nj»ht through the loveliest suceessit>n of secret forest 
dells and shy recesses of the hike, marinned hv unrivalled ferns. 
amlm^:st which was the Osmun.ia reci/u. 'Phis sequestered 
an^; c of Grasmere is dcsenhed by Wordsworth, as it unveiled 
itselt on a September morning, in the exquisite poems on 
the 'Naming ot IMaees.* Prom this also-v,^. this spot of 
ground, and this magnificent crest (the Osmunda)— was 
suggested that unique line, the finest independent line through 
all the records of verse, 

'Gr lady of the lake, 

Solc-sitnng by the sliorcs of old romance.* 

Uightly. therefore, did 1 introduce this limitation. The Gras- 
mere before and after this oulraue were two auiereiit vales. 


On the contrary, I put up a petition, annually, for 
as much snow, hail, frost, or storm of one kind or 
other, as the skies can possibly afford. Surely every- 
body is aware of the divide pleasures which attend 
a winter fireside — candles at four o’clock, warm 
hearth-rugs, tea, a fair tea-maker, shutters closed, 
curtains flowing in ample draperies on the floor, whilst 
the wind and rain are raging audibly without, 

‘And at the doors and windows seem to call. 

As heaven and earth they would together mell; 

Yet the least entrance find they none at all; 

Whence sweeter grows our rest secure in massy hall.* 

Castle of Indolence. 

All these are items in the description of a winter 
evening which must surely be familiar to everybody 
born in a high latitude. And it is evident that most 
of these delicacies cannot be ripened without weather 
stormy or inclement in some way or other. I am not 
'particular whether it be snow, or black frost, or wind 
so strong that (as Mr. Anti-slavery Clarkson says) 
‘you may lean your back against it like a post.* I can 
put up even with rain, provided that it rains cats and 
dogs, or, as sailors say, ‘great guns and marline-spikes’ ; 
but something of the sort I must have ; and, if I have 
it not, I think myself in a manner ill-used : for why 
am I called on to pay so heavily for winter in coals, 
candles, &c., if I am not to have the article good of 
its kind? No: a Canadian winter for my money, or a 
Russian one, where every man is but a co-proprietor 
with the north wind in the fee-simple of his own ears. 
Indeed, so great an epicure am I in this matter that 
I cannot relish a winter night fully if it be much 
past St. Thomas’s Day, and have degenerated into 
disgusting tendencies towards vernal indications: 
in fact, it must be divided by a thick wall of dark 
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nights from all rciurn ol light and sunshine. Start, 

therefore, at the first week of November: thence to 

the end of January, Clhristmas Eve being the meridian 

hnc, you may compute the period when happiness 

is in season, whicli, in my judgment, enters the 

room witii the tea-tray. For tea, though ridiculed by 

those who arc naturally coarse in tiicir nervous 

sensi!)ihties, or arc become so from wine-drinking, 

and are not susceptible of influence from so refined 

a stimulant, will always be the favourite beverage of 

the intellectual: and, lor my part, I would have joined 

Dr. Johnson in a helhmi iTiternednum against Jonas 

Manway, or any other impious person who should 

have presumed to disparage it. But here, to save 

myself the trouble of too much verbal description, 

I will introduce a painter, and give him directions for 

the rest of the picture. Painters do not like white 

cottages, unless a good deal weather-stained; but, as 

the reader now understands that it is a winter night, 

his services will not be required except for the imide 
of the house. 

I aim me, then, a room seventeen feet by twelve, 
and not niore than seven and a-half feet high. This, 
reader, is somew hat ambitiously styled, in my family, 
the drawing-room; but, being contrived ‘a double 
debt to pay,' u is also, and more justly, termed the 
library : lor It happens that books are the onlv article of 
property in which I am richer than my neighboui^. Of 
these I have about live thousaiul, collected gradually 
since my eighteenth year. 'Fherefore, painter, put as 
manv as you can into this room. Make it populous 
with books; and, furthermore, paint me a good lire; 
mid furniture plain and modest, befitting the un- 
pretending cottage of a scholar. And near the fire 
paint me a tea-table; and (as it is clear that no 


creature can come to see one on such a stormy night) 
place only two cups and saucers on the tea-tray ; and, 
if you know how to paint such a thing, symbolically 
or otherwise, paint me an eternal teapot — eternal a 
parte ante, and a parte post; for I usually drink tea from 
eight o’clock at night to four in the morning. And, as 
it is very unpleasant to make tea, or to pour it out 
for one’s-self, paint me a lovely young woman sitting 
at the table. Paint her arms like Aurora’s, and her 

smiles like Hebe’s; but no, dear M ! not even in 

jest let me insinuate that thy power to illuminate 
my cottage rests upon a tenure so perishable as mere 
personal beauty, or that the witchcraft of angelic 
smiles lies within the empire of any earthly pencil. 
Pass, then, my good painter, to something more 
within its power; and the next article brought forward 
should naturally be myself— a picture of the Opium- 
eater, with his ‘little golden receptacle of the perni- 
cious drug’ lying beside him on the table. As to the 
opium, I have no objection to see a picture of that; 
you may paint it, if you choose; but I apprise you 
that no ‘little* receptacle would, even in i8i6, answer 
my purpose, who was at a distance from the ‘stately 
Pantheon’ and all druggists (mortal or otherwise). 
No: you may as well paint the real receptacle, which 
was not of gold, but of glass, and as much like a 
sublunary wine-decanter as possible. In fact, one 
day, by a series of happily-conceived experiments, I 
discovered that it was a decanter. Into this you may 
put a quart of ruby-coloured laudanum; that, and a 
book of German metaphysics placed by its side, will 
sufficiently attest my being in the neighbourhood; 
but, as to myself, there I demur. I admit that, 
naturally, I ought to occupy the foreground of the 
picture; that, being the hero of the piece, or (if you 
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choose) the criminal at the bar, my body should 
be had into court. This seems reasonable; but why 
should I confess on this point to a painter? or whv 
confess It at all? If the public (into whose private 
car I am confidentially whispering my Confessions 
and not into any painter’s) should chance to have 
framed some agreeable picture for itself of the Opium- 
eater s exterior— should have ascribed to him, roman- 
t.callv an elegant person or a handsome face-why 
should I barbarously tear from it so pleasing a delu- 
sion. pleasing both to the public and to me. No: 
paint me, if at all, according to your own fancy; and,' 
since a painter's fancy should teem with beautiful 
creations, 1 cannot fail, in that way, to be a gainer. 

And now. reader, we have run through all the ten 

categories of mv condition, as it stood about lUib-i 7 

lip to the middle of which latter year I judge mvsclf 

to have been a happy man; and the elcmen'ts of that 

hapinness 1 have endeavoured to place before you, 

in the above sketch of the interiorof a scholar’s librarv, 

m a cottage among the mountains, on a stormy winter 

evening, ram driving vindictively and with malice 

alorethought against the w indows, and darkness such 

iliat you cannot sec your own hand when held up 
against the skv. ^ 

Hut now f.irewell, a long farewell, to happiness, 

winter or summer! farecvell to smiles and laughter! 

hirewcll to peace of mind, to tranquil dreams’, and 

to the blessetl consolations of sleep! For more than 

t ntc tears and a-hall I am summoned awav from 

these. Here opens upon me an Iliad of woes: for I 
HOW cnior ujxm 



PART III 

THE PAINS OF OPIUM 

*As when some great painter dips 
His pencil in the gloom of earthquake and eclips?.’ 

Shelley’s Revolt of Islam. 

R eader, who have thus far accompanied me, I 
^ must request your attention, before we go farther, 

to a few explanatory notes. 

I. You are already aware, I hope — else you must 
have a low opinion of my logic — that the opium 
miseries, which are now on the point of pressing 
forward to the front of this narrative, connect them- 
selves with my early hardships in London (and therefore 
more remotely with those in Wales) by natural links 
of affiliation— that is, the early series of sufferings was 
the parent of the later. Otherwise, these Confessions 
would break up into two disconnected sections . first, 
a record of boyish calamities; secondly, a record 
(totally independent) of sufferings consequent upon 
excesses in opium. And the two sections would have 
no link whatever to connect them, except the slight 
one of having both happened to the same person. 
But a little attention will show the strictness of the 
inter-connexion. The boyish sufferings, whether in 
Wales or London, pressing upon an organ peculiarly 
weak in my bodily system — viz. the stomach caused 
that subsequent distress and irritability of the stomach 
which drove me to the use of opium as the sole remedy 
potent enough to control it. Here already there is 
exposed a sufficient causal connexion between the two 
several sections of my experience. The opium would 
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probably never have been promoted into the dignity 
of a daily and a lifelong resource, had it not proved 
Itself to be the one sole agent equal to the task of 
tranquillising the miseries left behind by the youthful 
privations. I bus far the neviw, as between cause and 
elTect, is sufliciently established between the one 
experience and the other— between the boyish records 
and the records of mature life. There needed no 
other nexus to justify the unity of the entire Confessions. 
Hut, though not wanted, nevertheless it happens that 
there is another and a distinct link connecting the 


two separate records. The main phenomenon by 
which opium expressed itself pcrmanentlv, and the 
sole phenomenon that was communicable, lay in the 
dreams fand in the peculiar dream-scenery) which 
followed the opium excesses. But naturally these 
dreams, and tliis dream-scenery, drew their outlines 
and materials — their great lights and shadows — from 
those profound revelations which had been ploughed 
so deeply into the heart, from those encauslic records 
which in the mighty furnaces of London life had been 
burned into the untlying memory by the fierce action 
of misery. And thus in reality the early experiences 
ol erring childhood not only led to the secondary 

» 4 

experiences ol opium, but also determined the parti- 
cular lorm and pressure of tl\e chief phenomena in 
those secondary exinniences. Hero is the briefest 
possible abstract ol the total case: — Ihe final object 
ol the whole record lay in tlie dreams. Lor the sake 
ol those the entire narrative arose. Rut what caused 
the dreams.’* Oliium used in unexampled excess. 
Hut what caused tliis excess in the use of opium? 
Simply the early sullerings; these, and these only, 
through tlie derangements which thev left behind in 
ll.e animal economy. On this mode of viewing the 
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case, moving regressively from the end to the begin- 
ning, it will be seen that there is one uninterrupted 
bond of unity running through the entire succession 
of experiences, first and last: the dreams were an 
inheritance from the opium; the opium was an 
inheritance from the boyish follies. 

II. You will think, perhaps, that I am too con- 
fidential and communicative of my own private 
history. It may be so. But my way of writing is rather 
to think aloud, and follow my own humours, than 
much to inquire who is listening to me; for, if once 
I stop to consider what is proper to be said, I shall 
soon come to doubt whether any part at all is proper. 
The fact is, I imagine myself writing at a distance of 
twenty— thirty— fifty years ahead of this present 
moment, either for the satisfaction of the few who 
may then retain any interest in myself, or of the many 
(a number that is sure to be continually growing) who 
will take an inextinguishable interest in the mysterious 
powers of opium. For opium w mysterious; mysterious 
to the extent, at times, of apparent self-contradiction; 
and so mysterious that my own long experience in its 
use — sometimes even in its abuse — did but mislead 
me into conclusions ever more and more remote from 
what I now suppose to be the truth. Fifty-and-two 
years’ experience of opium, as a magical resource 
under all modes of bodily suffering, I may now claim 
to have had — allowing only for some periods of four 
or six months, during which, by unexampled efforts 
of self-conquest, I had accomplished a determined 
abstinence from opium.* These parentheses being 

* With what final result I have much difficulty in saying. 
Invariably, after such victories, I returned, upon deliberate 
choice (after weighing all the consequences on this side and on 
that), to the daily use of opium, but with silent changes, many 
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subtracted, as also, and secondly, some oir-and-on 
fits of tentative and intermitting dalliance with opium 
in the opening of my career — these deductions allowed 
for, I may describe myself as experimentally ac- 
quainted with opium for something more than half-a- 
century. W’hat, then, is my final report upon its good 
and evil results? In particular, upon these two capital 


and (worked apparently by these reiterated strus’i’les), 

in the opium-eating habits. Amongst other chanijes was this, 
that the quantity requireii gradually fell by an enormous pro- 
portion. AceordinK to tlie modern slam; phrase, I Ind in the 
tneridian stajjc of my opium career used 'fabulotis' quantities. 
Staling the (juantities — mu in solid opium, but in the tincture 
(known to ever\'body as luiulanum ) — my daily ration was 
eight thousand drops. If you write down that amount in the 
ordinary way as 8000, you see at a glance that you may read 


it into eight quantities of a thousand, or into eight hundred 
(juantities of ten, or lastly, into eighty quantities of one 
hundred. Now. a single cjuintity of one luiiulre.l wi’! about 
till a very old-tashioned obsolete tea-spoon, of that order 
which you find still lingering anwingst the respectable poor. 
I'.igfily sue)i (juantities. therefore, would have tilled eighty 
ot such antediluvian spoons — that is, it would have been the 
comnion hospital d('se for three hundred and twenty adult 
patients. Hut tlie ordinary tea-spoon of this present nine- 
teenth century is nearly as capacious as the dessert-spoon of 
our ancestors. \\ hiclt I ha\e heard accounted for thus: — 
riiroughout the eighteenth century, wlien first tea became 
known to the working popul.ition, the tea-drinkers were almost 
exclusively women; men. even in educated classes, very often 
persisting (down to tlie brencli Revolution) in treating such a 
beverage as an idle and cllcminatc indulgence. 'This obstinate 
twist in masculine habits it was tliat secrellv controlled the 
manufacture ol tea-spoons. I'p to Waterloo, tea-spoons were 
adjusted chielly to the calibre of fenvilc mouths. Since then, 
greatly to the benefit of the national healili, the grosser and 
browner sex have universally lalleri into the elfemin.ite habit 
of tea-drinking; and the capacity of tea-spoons has natur- 
ally conformed to the new order of cormorant mouths that 
have nliglitcd by myriads upon the tca-tr.iys of these Utcr 
generations. 



tendencies of habitual opium-eating under the popu- 
lar misconceptions: viz. its supposed necessity of 
continually clamouring for increasing quantities ; 
secondly, its supposed corresponding declension in 
power and efficacy. Upon these ugly scandals what 
is my most deliberate award? At the age of forty, the 
reader is aware that, under our ancestral proverb, 
every man is a fool or a physician. Apparently our 
excellent ancestors, aiming undeniably at alliteration, 
spelled physician with an f. And why not? A man’s 
physic might be undeniable, although his spelling 
should be open to some slight improvements. But I 
presume that the proverb meant to exact from any 
man only so much medical skill as should undertake 
the responsibility of his own individual health. It is 
my duty, it seems, thus far to be a physician — to 
guarantee, so far as human foresight can guarantee, 
my own corporeal sanity. And this, trying the case 
by ordinary practical tests, I have accomplished. And 
I add solemnly that without opium most certainly 
I could not have accomplished such a result. Thirty- 
five years ago, beyond all doubt, I should have been 
in my grave. And, as to the two popular dilemmas: 
lhat either you must renounce opium, or else in- 
definitely augment the daily ration; and, secondly, 
that, even submitting to such a postulate, you must 
content yourself, under any scale of doses, with an 
effect continually decaying, — in fact, that you must 
ultimately descend into the despairing condition of 
the martyr to dram-drinking: — at this point I make 
a resolute stand, in blank denial of the whole doctrine. 
Originally, when first entering upon my opium career, 
I did so with great anxiety : and before my eyes floated 
for ever the analogies — dim, or not dim, according to 
my spirits at the moment — of the poor, perishing 


241 


R 


brandy-drinker, often on the brink of delirium tremens! 
Opium I pursued under a harsh necessity, as an 
unknown, shadowy power, leading I knew not 
whither, and a power that might suddenly change 
countenance upon this unknowm road. Habitually 
1 lived under such an impression of awe as we have 
all felt from stories of fawns, or seeming fawns, that 
have run before some mounted hunter for many a 
league, until they have tempted him far into the mazes 
of a boundless forest, and at that point, where all 


regress had become lost and impossible, cither sud- 
denly vanished, leaving the man utterly bewildered, 
or assumed some more fearful shape. A part of the 
evil which I feared actually unfolded itscll; but all 
was due to my own ignorance, to neglect of cautionary 
measures, or to gross mismanagement of my health 
in points where I well knew the risks, but grievously 
underrated their urgency and pressure. I was tem- 
perate: that solitary advantage 1 liad; but I sank 
under the lulling seductions of opium into total 
sedentariness, and that whilst holding firmly the belief 
that powerful exercise was omnipotent against all 
modes of debilitv or obscure nervous irritations. The 
account of my depression, and almost ol my helpless- 
ness, in the next memorandum (No. III.), is laithtul as 
a description to the real case. Hut, in ascribing that 
case to opium, as any transcendent and cwcrmastcring 
agenev, I was thoroughly wrong. Twenty da\’S ol 
exercise, twentv times twentv miles of walking, at the 
ordinary pace of three and a-hall miles an hour, or 
perhaps half that amount, would have sent me up 
as buovantly as a balloon into regions ol natural and 


hcalthv excitement, where dejection is an im 
phenomenon. O heavens! how man abuses or neglects 
his natural resources! Yes, the thoughtiul reader is 
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disposed to say; but very possibly distinguishing 
between such natural resources and opium as a 
resource that is not natural, but highly artificial, or 
even absolutely unnatural. I think otherwise. Upon 
the basis of my really vast, perhaps unequalled, 
experience (let me add of my tentative experience, 
varying its trials in every conceivable mode so as to 
meet the question at issue under every angle), I 
advance these three following propositions, all of them 
unsuspected by the popular mind, and the last ol 
them (as cannot much longer fail to be discovered) 
bearing a national value — I mean, as meeting our 
English hereditary complaint: — 

I. With respect to the morbid growth upon the 
opium-eater of his peculiar habit, when once rooted 
in the system, and throwing out tentacula like a cancer, 
it is out of my power to deliver any such oracular 
judgment upon the case — i.e, upon the apparent 
danger of such a course, and by what stages it might 
be expected to travel towards its final consummation 
— as naturally I should wish to do. Being an oracle, 
it is my wish to behave myself like an oracle, and not to 
evade any decent man’s questions in the way that 
Apollo too often did at Delphi. But, in this particular 
instance before me, the accident of my own individual 
seamanship in presence of this storm interfered with 
the natural evolution of the problem in its extreme 
form of danger. I had become too uneasy under the 
consciousness of that intensely artificial condition 
into which I had imperceptibly lapsed through un- 
precedented quantities of opium; the shadows of 
eclipse were too dark and lurid not to rouse and 
alarm me into a spasmodic effort for reconquering 
the groimd which I had lost. Such an effort I made : 
every step by which I had gone astray did I patiently 
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unthread. And thus I fought off the natural and 
spontaneous catastrophe, whatever that might be, 
which mighty Nature would else have let loose for 
redressing the wrongs offered to herself. But what 
followed? In six or eight months more, upon fresh 
movements arising of insupportable nervous irritation, 
1 fleeted back into the same opium lull. To and fro, 
up and down, did I tilt upon those mountainous seas, 
for year after year. ‘See-saw,* like Margery Daw, that 
sold her bed and lay on straw.’ Even so did I, led 
astray, perhaps, by the classical example of Miss Daw, 
scc-saw for year after year, out and in, of manoeuvres 
tlie most intricate, dances the most elaborate, receding 
or approaching, round my great central sun of 
opium. Sometimes I ran perilously close into my 
perihelion; sometimes I became frightened, and 
wheeled ofi' into a vast cometary aphelion, where for 
six months ‘opium’ was a word unknown. How 
nature stood all these see-sawings is quite a m^'Stery 
to me: I must have led her a sad life in those days. 
Nervous irritation forced me, at times, upon frightful 


excesses; but terror from anomalous symptoms sooner 
or later forced me back. This terror was strengthened 
by the vague hypotheses current at that period about 
Spontaneous combustion. Might I not myself take 
leave of the literary world in that fashion? According 
to the popular fancy, there \vcre two modes of this 
spontaneity, and really very little to choose between 
them. Upon one variety of tliis explosion, a man blew 
up in the dark, without match or candle near him, 

* ^Sre-satc: &c.:-0 dear reader, surely you don’t 'vant tn 
oracle to tell you that this is a pood old nursery l>nc, w i 
tlirouRh four centuries has stood the criticism, stood the ang 
uRainst Daw's enemies, stood the pity for Daw 
infamously reduced to straw, of children ^ 

generations, reckoning five years to each nursery 



leaving nothing behind him but some bones, of no 
use to anybody, and which were supposed to be his 
only because nobody else ever applied for them. It 
was fancied that some volcanic agency — an unknown 
deposition — ^accumulated from some vast redundancy 
of brandy, furnished the self-exploding principle. 
But this startled the faith of most people; and a more 
plausible scheme suggested itself, which depended 
upon the concurrence of a lucifer-match. Without 
an incendiary, a man could not take fire. We some- 
times see the hands of inveterate dram-drinkers throw 
off an atmosphere of intoxicating vapours, strong 
enough to lay flies into a state of sleep or coma; and 
on the same principle it was supposed that the breath 
might be so loaded with spirituous particles as to 
catch fire from a match applied to a pipe when held 
between the lips. If so, then what should hinder the 
‘devouring element’ (as newspapers call fire) from 
spreading through the throat to the cavity of the 
chest? in which case, not being insured, the man 
would naturally become a total loss. Opium, how- 
ever, it will occur to the reader, is not alcohol. That 
is true. But it might, for anything that was known 
experimentally, be ultimately worse. Coleridge, the 
only person known to the public as having dallied 
systematically and for many years with opium, could 
not be looked to for any candid report of its history 
and progress; besides that, Coleridge was under a 
permanent craze of having nearly accomplished his 
own liberation from opium; and thus he had come 
to have an extra reason for self-delusion. Finding 
myself, therefore, walking on a solitary path of bad 
repute, leading whither no man’s experience could tell 
me, I became proportionably cautious; and, if nature 
had any plot for making an example of me, I was 
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resolved to baulk her. Thus it was that I never 
followed out the seductions of opium to their final 
extremity. But, nevertheless, in evading that extrem- 
ity, I stumbled upon as great a discovery as if I had 
not evaded it. After the first or second self-conquest 
in this conflict — although finding it impossible to 
persist through more than a few months in the 
abstinence from opium — I remarked, however, that 
the domineering tyranny of its exactions was at length 
steadily declining. Quantities noticeably less had 
now become suflicient; and, after the fourth of these 
victories, won with continually decreasing eflorls, I 
found that not only had the daily dose (upon re- 
lapsing) suffered a self-limitation to an enormous 
extent, but also that, upon any attempt obstinately 
to renew the old doses, there arose a new symptom — 
viz. an irritation on the surface of the skin — which 
soon became insupportable, and tended to distraction. 
In about four years, without any further cflbrts, my 
daily ration had fallen spontaneously from a varying 
quantity of eight, ten, or twelve thousand drops of 
laudanum to about three hundred. I describe the 
drug as laudanum^ because another change ran along 
collaterally with this supreme change — viz. that the 
solid opium began to require a length of time, con- 
tinually increasing, to expand its effects sensibly, 
oftentimes not less than four hours; whereas the 
tincture manifested its presence instantaneously. 

I'hus, then, I had reached a position from which 
authoritatively it might be pronounced, as a result 
of long, anxious, and vigilant experience, that, on 
tlie assumption of earnest (even though intermitting) 
etforts towards recurrent abstinences on the part of 
the opium-eater, the practice of indulging to the very 
greatest excess in this narcotic tends to a natural 
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(almost an inevitable) euthanasy. Many years ago, 
when briefly touching on this subject, I announced 
(as a fact even then made known to me) that no 
instance of abstinence, though it were but of three 
days’ continuance, ever perishes. Ten grains, de- 
ducted from a daily ration of five hundred, will 
tell through a series of many weeks, and will be found 
again modifying the final result, even at the close of 
the year’s reckoning. At this day, after a half-century 
of oscillating experience, and after no efforts or trying 
acts of self-denial beyond those severe ones attached 
to the several processes (five or six in all) of re- 
conquering my freedom from the yoke of opium, 
find myself pretty nearly at the same station which 
I occupied at that vast distance of time. It is recorded 
of Lord Nelson that, even after the Nile and Copen- 
hagen, he still paid the penalty, on the first days of 
resuming his naval life, which is generally exacte y 
nature from the youngest little middy or the rawest 
griffin — viz. sea-sickness. And this happens to a con 
siderable proportion of sailors : they do not recwer 
their sea-legs till some days after getting afloat. e 
very same thing happens to veteran opium-eaters, 
when first, after long intermissions, resuming too 
abruptly their ancient familiarities with opium. It is 
a fact, which I mention as indicating the enormous 
revolutions passed through, that, within t ese ve 
years, I have turned pale, and felt warnings, pointing 
towards such an uneasiness, after taking not 
than twenty grains of opium. At present, an or 

some years, I have been habitually content wit ve 

or six grains daily, instead of three hun re an 
twenty to four hundred grains. Let me win up is 
retrospect with saying that the powers o opium, 
as an anodyne, but still more as a tranqui iser o 
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nervous and anomalous sensations, have not in the 
smallest degree decayed, and that, if it has casually 
unveiled its early power of exacting slight penalties 
from any trivial inattention to accurate proportions, 
it has more than commensurately renewed its ancient 
privilege of lulling irritation and of supporting preter- 
natural calls for exertion. 

My first proposition, therefore, amounts to this — 
that the j)roccss of weaning one’s-self from the deep 
bondage of opium, by many people viewed with 
despairing eyes, is not only a possible achievement, 
and one which grows easier in every stage of its pro- 
gress, but is favoured and promoted by nature in 
secret ways that could not, without some experience, 
have been suspected. J'his, however, is but a sorry 
commendation of any resource making great preten- 
sions, that, by a process confessedly trying to human 
lirmness, it can ultimately be thrown aside. Certainly 
little would be gained by the negative service of 
cancelling a drawback upon any agency whatever, 
until it were shown that this drawback has availed 
to disturb and neutralise great positive blessings lying 
within the gift of that agency. What arc the advan- 
tages connected with opium that can merit any such 
name as blessings? 

2. Ih icily let me say, in the second proposition, that, 
if the reader had, in any South American forest, seen 
growing rankly some great febrifuge (such as the 
lesuits’ bark), lie would probably have noticed it with 
slight regard. To undei*staiu) its value, he must rir>l 
have sulVerod from interniitient fever. Bark might 
strike him as an unnatural stimulant; but, when he 
came to see that tertian or quartan fever was also an 
unnatural pressure upon human energies, he would 
begin to guess that two coimlcr unnaturals may 
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terminate in one most natural and salubrious result. 
Nervous irritation is the secret desolator of human 
life; and for this there is probably no adequate con- 
trolling power but that of opium, taken daily, under 
steady regulation. 

3. But even more momentous is the burden of my 
third proposition. Are you aware, reader, what it is 
that constitutes the scourge (physically speaking) of 
Great Britain and Ireland? All readers who direct 
any part of their attention to medical subjects must 
know that it is pulmonary consumption. If you walk 
through a forest at certain seasons, you will see what 
is called a blaze of white paint upon a certain ilite of 
the trees marked out by the forester as ripe for the 
axe. Such a blaze, if the shadowy world could reveal 
its futurities, would be seen everywhere distributing 
its secret badges of cognisance amongst our youthful 
men and women. Of those that, in the expression of 
Pericles, constitute the vernal section of our popula- 
tion, what a multitudinous crowd would be seen to 
wear upon their foreheads the same sad ghastly 
blaze, or some equivalent symbol of dedication to an 
early grave. How appalling in its amount is this 
annual slaughter amongst those that should by birth- 
right be specially the children of hope, and levied 
impartially from every rank of society ! Is the income- 
tax or the poor-rate, faithful as each is to its regulating 
tide-tables, paid by any class with as much punctuality 
as this premature^^ori/f’^iwm, this gathering and render- 
ing up of blighted blossoms, by all classes? Then 
comes the startling question — that pierces the break- 
ing hearts of so many thousand afflicted relatives 
Is there no remedy? Is there no palliation of the evil? 
Waste not a thought upon the idle question whether 
he that speaks is armed with this form or that form 


249 


of authorisation a. id sanction! Think within yourself 
how infinite would be the scorn of any poor sorrow- 
stricken mother, if she— standing over the coffin of 
her daughter — could believe or could imagine that 
any vestige of ceremonial scruples, or of fool-bom 
superstitions, or the terror of a word, or old traditional 
prejudice, had been allowed to neutralise one chance 
in a thousand for her daughter— had by possibility 
(but, as I could tell her, had sometimes to a certainty) 
stepped between patients and deliverance from the 
grave, sure and perfect! ‘What matter,’ she would 
cry out, indignantly, ‘who it is that says the thing, 
so long as the thing itself is true?’ It is the potent 
and faithful word that is wanted, in perfect slight of 
the organ through which it is uttered. Let me premise 
this notorious fact, that all consumption, though 
latent in the constitution, and indicated often to the 
eye in bodily conformation, docs not therefore mani- 
fest itsi'lf as a disease, until some form of ‘cold,’ or 
bronchitis, some familiar affection of the chest or of 
the lungs, arises to furnish a starting-point for the 
morbid development.* Now the one fatal blunder 
lies in suffering that development to occur; and the 


* Here is panillol ciisc, cgually fatal where it occurs, but 
happily nuivini» within a far narrower circle. About fitly years 
a^o, Sir Kveranl 1 lonie. a surgeon of the highest class men- 
tioned ns a dreadful caution that, within his own experience, 
many an indolent tumour in the face, not unfrenuenlly the 
most trilling pimple, which for thirtv or more years had caused 
i.o uneasiness whatever, suddenly might chance to receive the 
slightest possible wound from a razor m the act ot shaving. 
What followed? Once disturbed, the trivial excrescence 
became an open cancer. Is the parallel catastrophe in the 
pulmonarv system, when pushed forward into development, 
at all less iikely to hide its importance from uninstructed eyes? 
Yet. on the other hand, it is a thousand times more likely to 
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one counter-working secret for pre-arrestment of this 
evil lies in steadily, by whatever means, keeping up 
and promoting the insensible perspiration. In that 
one simple art of controlling a constant function of 
the animal economy lies a magician’s talisman for 
defeating the forces leagued against the great organs 
of respiration. Pulmonary affections, if not previously 
suffered to develop themselves, cannot live under the 
hourly counter-working of this magical force. Con- 
sequently, the one question in arrear is, what potent 
drug is that which possesses this power, a power like 
that of ‘Amram’s son,’ for evoking salubrious streams, 
welling forth benignly from systems else parched and 
arid as rocks in the wilderness? There is none that 
I know of answering the need but opium. The powers 
of that great agent I first learned dimly to guess at 
from a remark made to me by a lady in London: 
then, and for some time previously, she had been 
hospitably entertaining Coleridge, whom, indeed, 
she tended with the anxiety of a daughter. Con- 
sequently, she was familiarly acquainted with his 
opium habits; and, on my asking, in reply to some 
remark of hers, how she could be so sure as her words 
implied that Coleridge was just then likely to be 
incapacitated for writing (or, indeed, for any literary 
exertion), she said, ‘Oh, I know it well by the glistening 
of his cheeks.* Coleridge’s face, as is well known to 
his acquaintances, exposed a large surface of cheek; 
too large for the intellectual expression of his features 
generally, had not the final effect been redeemed by 
what Wordsworth styled his ‘godlike forehead. Thp 
result was that no possible face so broadly betrayed 
and published any effects whatever, especially these 
lustrous effects from excesses in opium. For some 
years I failed to consider reflectively, or else, reflecting, 


I failed to decipher, tliis resplendent acreage of check. 
But at last, either proprio marte, or prompted by some 
medical hint, I came to understand that the glistening 
face, glorious from afar like the old Pagan face of the 
demigod .'Ksculapius, simply reported the gathering 
accumulations of insensible perspiration. In the very 
hour, a memorable hour, of making that discovery, 

I made another. My own history, medically speaking, 
involved a mystery. At the commencement of my 
opium career, I had myself been pronounced re- 
peatedly a martyr elect to pulmonary consumption. 
And, although, in the common decencies of humanity, 
this opinion upon my prospects had always been 
accompanied with some formal words of encourage- 
ment— as. for instance, that constitutions, after all, 
varied by endless diircrcnccs — that nobody could fix 
limits to the powers of medicine, or, in default of 
medicine, to the healing resources of nature herself— 
yet, without something like a miracle in my favour, 

I was instructed to regard mvself as a condemned 
subject. I'hat was the upshot of these agreeable com- 
munications; alarming enough; and they were ren- 
dered more so by these three facts: — First, the opinions 
were pronounced by the highest authorities in Chris- 
tendom viz. the ])hysicians at Cdifton and the Bristol 
llotwells, who saw more of pulmonary disorders in 
one twelvemonth than the rest of the profession 
through all Kurope in a century; for the disease, it 
must be remembered, was almost peculiar as a 
national scourge to Britain, interlinked with the local 
accidents of the climate and its restless changes; so 
that only in England could it be studied, and even 
there only in perfection at these Bristolian adjacencies 
the reason being that all opulent patients rcsorttxl 
to the Devonshire watering-places, where Ute balmy 


temperature of the air and prevailing winds allowed 
the myrtle and other greenhouse shrubs to stand out- 
of-doors all winter through, and naturally on the 
road to Devonshire all patients alike touched at 
Clifton. There I was myself continually resident. 
Many, therefore, and of supreme authority, were the 
prophets of evil that announced to me my doom. 
Secondly, they were countenanced by the ugly fact 
that I out of eight children was the one who most 
closely inherited the bodily conformation of a father 
who had died of consumption at the early age of 
thirty-nine. Thirdly, I offered at the first glance, to 
a medical eye, every symptom of phthisis broadly and 
conspicuously developed. The hectic colours on the 
face, the nocturnal perspirations, the growing em- 
barrassment of the respiration, and other expressions 
of gathering feebleness under any attempts at taking 
exercise — all these symptoms were steadily accumulat- 
ing between the age of twenty-two and twenty-four. 
What was it that first arrested them? Simply the use, 
continually becoming more regular, of opium. 
Nobody recommended this drug to me; on the con- 
trary, under that ignorant horror which everywhere 
invested opium, I saw too clearly that any avowed 
use of it would expose me to a rabid persecution.* 

* * Rabid persecution *: — I do not mean that, in the circum- 
stances of my individual position, any opening could have 
arisen to an opposition more than verbal; since it would have 
been easy for me at all times to withdraw myself by hundreds 
of leagues from controversies upon the case. But the reasons 
for concealment were not the less urgent. For it would have 
been painful to find myself reduced to the dilemma of either 
practising habitual and complex dissimulation, or, on the other 
hand, of throwing myself headlong into that fiery vortex of 
hotheaded ignorance upon the very name of opium which to 
this hour (though with less of rancorous bigotry) makes it 
hazardous to avow any daily use of so potent a drug. 
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Under the sincere and unaffected hope of saving me 
from destruction^ I should have been hunted into the 
grave within six months. I kept my own counsel ; said 
nothing; awakened no suspicions; persevered more 
and more determinately in the use of opium; and 
finally crfccted so absolute a conquest over all pul- 
monary symptoms as could not have failed to fix 
upon me the astonishment of Clifton, had not the 
sense of wonder been broken by the lingering time 
consumed in the several stages of the malady, and 
still more eHcctually by my own personal withdrasval 
from (’lifton and its neighbourhoods. 

Tinally arose what will inevitably turn out a more 
decisive chapter in such a record. I had always li.xed 
my eyes and my expectations upon a revolution in 
the social history of opium which could not (as 1 
assured myself) by accident or by art be materially 
deferred. 1 he great social machinery of life-insurance, 
supposing no other agency to be brought into play, 
how would that affect the great medicinal interests of 
opium? I knew that insurance offices, and the ablest 
actuaries of such offices, were not less ignorant upon 
the real merits of the opium question, and (which was 
worse; not less profoundly pTejudicedy or It'ss fanatical 
in their prejudices, than the rest of society. But, then, 
there were interests, growing continually, which 
would very soon force them into relaxing these pre- 
judices. It would be alleged, at fii-st, that opium- 
eating increased the risk of a life-insurance. \Vaiving 
the (jiiestion whether it really did increase that risk, 
in anv case that increase of risk, like other risks, could 
be valued, and must be valued. New habits were 
arising in soeietv: that I well knew. And the old 
machineries for insuring life interests, under these or 
any other shifting conditions, would be obliged to 
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adapt themselves to changing circumstances. If the 
old offices should be weak enough to persist in their 
misdirected obstinacy, new ones would arise. Mean- 
time the history of this question moved through the 
following aspects: — Sixteen and seventeen years ago, 
the offices all looked with horror upon opium-eaters. 
Thus far, all men must have disapproved the principles 
of their policy. Habitual brandy-drinkers met with 
no repulse. And yet alcohol leads into daily dangers 
— for instance, that of delirium tremens* But no man 
ever heard of opium leading into delirium tremens. In 
the one case, there are well-ascertained and notorious 


dangers besetting the path; but, in the other, suppos- 
ing any corresponding dangers to exist, they have yet 
to be discovered. However, the offices would not 
look at us who came forward avowing ourselves to be 
opium-eaters. Myself in particular they regarded, 
I believe, as the abomination of desolation. And 
fourteen offices in succession, within a few months, 
repulsed me as a candidate for insurance on that 
solitary ground of having owned myself to be an 
opium-eater. The insurance was of very little con- 
sequence to myself, though involving some interest to 
others. And I contented myself with saying, Ten 
years hence, gentlemen, you will have come to under- 
stand your own interests better.’ In less than seven 
years I received a letter from Mr. Tait, surgeon to 
the Police Force in Edinburgh, reporting a direct 
investigation officially pursued by him under private 
instructions received from two or more insurance 


offices. I knew, at the beginning of these seven 
years, or had strong reasons for believing, that the 

habit of opium-eating was spreading extensively, an 
through classes of society widely disconnected. is 
diffusion would, beyond a doubt, as one of its eailiest 
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consequences, coerce ihc insurance offices into a strict 
revision of their old blind policy. Accordingly it had 
already done so; and the earliest fruits of this revolu- 
tion were now before me in the proof-sheets so 
obligingly transmitted by Mr. fait. His object, as I 
understood it. in sending these proofs to myself, was 
simply to collect such additional notices, suggestions, 
or sceptical tiueries, as might reasonably be antici- 
|>atcd from any reflective opium experience so exten- 
sive as my own. Most unhappily, this gentleman, 
(luring the course of our brief correspondence, was 
suddenly attacked by typhus fever; and, after a short 
illness, to my own exceeding regret, he died. On all 
accounts I had reason for sorrow. Knowing him only 
through his very interesting correspondence with 
myself, I had learned to lorm high expectations from 
Mr. ’i'ait’s philosophic spirit and his determined 
hostility to traditional cant. lie had recorded, in the 
communications made to myself, with great minute- 
ness and anxiety for rigour of accuracy, the cases of 
more than ninety patients. And he had shown himself 
inexorably deaf to all attempts at confounding evils 
specially belonging to opium as a stimulant, as a 
narcotic, or as a poison, with those which belong to 


<>|niim merely as a cause of constipation or other 
(udinary irregularities in the animal economy. Most 
people ol sedentary habits, but amongst such people 
notoriously those who think much, need some slight 
means ol stimulating the watchwork of the animal 
system into action. Neglect of such means will of 
course derange the health. Hut in such derangements 
there is no special impeachment of opium: many 
thousands of agents terminate in the same or more 
obstinate derangements, unless vigilantly counter- 
acted. Hie paramount mission of Mr. Tait, under 



his instructions from insurance offices, as I interpreted 
his own account of this mission, was to report firmly 
and decisively upon the tendencies of opium in rela- 
tion to the lengthening or shortening of life. At that 
point where his proof-sheets were interrupted by the 
fatal attack of fever, he had not entirely finished his 
record of cases; so that his final judgment or summing 
up had not commenced. It was, however, evident to 
me in what channel this final judgment would have 
flowed. To a certainty, he would have authorised his 
clients (the insurance offices) to dismiss all anxiety as 
to the life-abridging tendencies of opium. But he 
would have pointed their jealousy in another direction 
• — viz. this, that in some proportion of cases there may 
always be a reasonable ground for suspecting, not the 
opium as separately in itself any cause of mischief, 
but the opium as a conjectural indication of some 
secret distress or irritation that had fastened upon the 
system, and had in that way sought relief; cases, in 
short, which the use of opium had not caused, but 
which, on the contrary, had caused the use of opium 
— opium having been called in to redress or to relieve 
the affection. In all such circumstances, the insurance 
office is entitled to call for a frank disclosure of the 
ailment; but not, as hitherto, entitled to assume the 
opium as itself an ailment. It may very easily have 
happened that simply the genial restoration derived 
from opium, its power of qualifying a man suddenly 
to face (that is, upon an hour’s warning to face) some 
twelve hours’ unusual exertion, — qualifying him both 
as to spirits and as to strength; or again, simply the 
general purpose of seeking relief from ennui, or 
iadium vita — any one of these motives may satis- 
factorily account for the applicant’s having resorted 
to opium. He might reply to the office in Professor 

23 257 


s 


Wilson’s word,* ‘Gentlemen, I am a Hedonist; and, 
if you must know why I take opium, that’s the reason 
why.’ But still, upon every admission from a can- 
didate that he took opium, it would be a prudent 
question and a just question on the part of the office, 
to ask ‘whyy* and in what circumstances the practice 
had originated. If in any local uneasiness, then would 
arise a natural right on the part of the office to press 
for a surgical examination. But, apart from such 
special cases, it was evident that this acute and 
experienced surgeon saw no reason whatever in the 
simple practice of opium-eating for hesitating upon 
a life-insurance proposal, or for exacting a higher rate 
of premium. 

Here I pause. The reader will infer, from what 
I have now said, that all passages, written at an earlier 
period under cloudy and uncorrccted views of the evil 
agencies presumable in opium, stand retracted; 
although, shrinking from the labour of altering an 
error clifTuscd so widely under my own early mis- 
conceptions of the truth, I have sufTcred them to 
remain as they were. My general views upon the 
powers and natural tendencies of opium were all 
supported and strengthened by this fortunate advan- 
tage of a professional correspondence. My special 
doctrine I now repeat at this point of valediction, and 
in a rcmembcrable form. Lord Bacon said once, too 
boldly and hazardously, that he who discovers the 
secret of making myrrh soluble by human blood has 
discovered the secret of immortal life. I propose a 
more modest form of magic — that he who discovers 

* From the ('ireek word for voluptuous pleasure — Wz. Hedone 
— Professor Wdson coined the English word Hedonist, 
which he sometimes applied in playful reproach to myself and 
others. 
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the secret of stimulating and keeping up uninter- 
mittingly the insensible perspiration has discovered 
the secret of intercepting pulmonary consumption. 
In my medical character, I here take leave of the 
reader, and fall back into the current of my regular 
narrative. 

• ••••• 

III. My studies have now been long interrupted. 
I cannot read to myself with any pleasure, hardly 
with a moment’s endurance. Yet I sometimes read 
aloud for the pleasure of others; because reading is 
an accomplishment of mine, and, in the slang use of 
the word accomplishment as a superficial and orna- 
mental attainment, almost the only one I possess; 
and formerly, if I had any vanity at all connected 
with any endowment or attainment of mine, it was 
with this; for I had observed that no accomplishment 
is more rare. Actors are the worst readers of all. 
John Kemble is not effective as a reader, though he 
has the great advantage of mature scholarship; and 
his sister, the immortal Siddons, with all her superior- 
ity to him in voice, reads even less effectively. She 
reads nothing well but dramatic works. In the 
‘Paradise Lost,’ which I heard her attempt at Barley 
Wood, her failure was distressing; almost as distress- 
ing as the sycophantic applause of the surrounding 
company — all lost, of course, in nearly speechless 
admiration. (Yet I am sensible that this contemp- 
tuous feeling for the circle of admirers is scarcely 
justified. should the poor creatures have done? 

Already, in the mere attempt to win their suffrages, in 
placing herself once again upon trial, there was a con- 
descension on the part of Mrs. Siddons, after which 
free judgment became impossible, I felt a wish to 
address Mrs. Siddons thus — You that have read to 
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royalty at Windsor, nay, have even been desired to 
sit down at W’indsor whilst reading, ever aftenvards 
arc a privileged person, liable to no accent of truth. 
Our feelings, as not free to take any natural expres- 
sion, can be of no value. Suffer us to be silent, if only 
for the dignity of human nature. And do you yourself 
be silent, if only for the dignity of that once un- 
equalled voice.) Neither Coleridge nor Southey is a 
good reader of verse. Southey is admirable almost 
in all things, but not in this. Both he and Coleridge 
read as if crying, or at least wailing lugubriously. 
People in general cither read poetry without any 
passion at all, or else overstep the modesty of nature 
Of late, if I have felt moved by anything in books, it 
has been by the grand lamentations of ‘Samson 
.Agonistes,' or the great harmonics of the Satanic 
speeches in ‘Paradise Regained,* when read aloud by 
myself. We arc far from towns; but a young lady 
sometimes comes and drinks tea with us: at her 

request and M ’s, I now and then read Words- 

wortli’s poems to them. (Wordsworth, by the bye, is 
the only poet 1 ever met who could read his own 
verses; often, indeed, he reads admirably.) 

For nearly two years 1 believe that 1 read nothing 
aitd studied nothing. .Analvtic studies are continuous 
studies, and not to be pursued by Ills and starts, or 
fragmentary efforts. .All these were become insup- 
portable to me; I shrank from them with a sense of 
powerless and infantine feebleness that gave me an 
anguish the greater from remembering tlie time when 
I grappled with them to my own hourly delight; and 
for this further reason, because 1 had devoted the 
labour of mv whole life, had dedicated mv intellect, 
blossoms and fruits, to the slow and elaborate toil 
of constructing one single work, to which I had 
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presumed to give the title of an unfinished work of 
Spinosa*s — viz. ^De Emendatione Humani Intellect^' 
This was now lying locked up as by frost, like any 
Spanish bridge or aqueduct begun upon too great a 
scale for the resources of the architect; and, instead 
of surviving me, as a monument of wishes at least, and 
aspirations, and long labours, dedicated to the 
exaltation of human nature in that wav in which God 
had best fitted me to promote so great an object, it 
was likely to stand a memorial to my children of hopes 
defeated, of baffled efforts, of materials uselessly 
accumulated, of foundations laid that were never to 
support a superstructure, of the grief and the ruin of 
the architect. In this state of imbecility, I had, for 
amusement, turned my attention to political economy. 
My understanding, which formerly had been as 
active and restless as a panther, could not, I suppose 
(so long as I lived at all), sink into utter lethargy; 
and political economy offers this advantage to a 
person in my state, — that, though it is eminently an 
organic science (no part, that is to say, but what acts 
on the whole, as the whole again reacts on and 
through each part), yet still the several parts may be 
detached and contemplated singly. Great as was the 
prostration of my powers at this time, yet I could not 
forget my knowledge; and my understanding had 
been for too many years intimate with severe thinkers, 
with logic, and the great masters of knowledge, not 
to be aware of a great call made by political economy 
at this crisis for a new law and a transcendent legis- 
lator. Suddenly, in i8i8, a friend in Edinburgh sent 
me down Mr. Ricardo*s book; and, recurring to my 
own prophetic anticipation of some coming legislator 
for this science, I said, before I had finished the first 
chapter, ‘Thou art the man!’ Wonder and curiosity 
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were emotions that had long been dead in me. Yet I 
wondered once more— wondered at myself that could 
once again be stimulated to the effort of reading; and 
much more I wondered at the book. Had this pro- 
found work been really written during the tumultuous 
hurry of the nineteenth century? Could it be that 
an Englishman, and he not in academic bowers, but 
oppressed by mercantile and senatorial cares, had 
accomplished what all the universities of Europe, and 
a century of thought, had failed even to advance by 
one hair’s-breadth ? Previous writers had been crushed 
and overlaid by the enormous weights of facts, details 
and exceptions; Mr. Ricardo had deduced, a priori, 
from the understanding itself, laws which first shot 
arrowy light into the dark chaos of materials, and had 
thus constructed what hitherto was but a collection 
of tentative discussions into a science of regular pro- 
portions, now first standing upon an eternal basis. 

I bus did one simple work of a profound under- 
standing avail to give me a pleasure and an activity 
which I had not known for years; it roused me even 

to write, or, at least, to dictate what M wrote for 

me. It seemed to me that some important truths had 
escaped even ‘the inevitable eve’ of Mr. Ricardo; and, 
as these were, for the most part, of such a nature that 
I could express or illustrate them brielly and elegantly 
by algebraic symbols, the whole would hardly have 

reached the bulk of a pamphlet. With M for my 

amanuensis, even at this time, incapable as I was of 
all general exertion, I drew' up, therefore, my ‘Prole- 
gomena to all future Systems of Political Economy.* 

1 his exertion, however, was but a momentary flash, 
as the sequel showed. Arrangements were made at a 
provincial press, about eighteen miles distant, for 
printing it. An additional compositor was retained 
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for some days on this account. The work was even 
twice advertised ; and I was, in a manner, pledged to 
the fulfilment of my intention. But I had a preface 
to write, and a dedication, which I wished to make 
impressive, to Mr. Ricardo. I found myself quite 
unable to accomplish all this. The arrangements were 
countermanded, the compositor dismissed, and my 
‘Prolegomena* rested peacefully by the side of its elder 

and more dignified brother. 

In thus describing and illustrating my intellectual 
torpor, I use terms that apply, more or less, to every 
part of the years during which I was under the 
Gircean spells of opium. But for misery and suffering, 
I might, indeed, be said to have existed in a dormant 
state. I seldom could prevail on myself to write a 
letter ; an answer of a few words to any that I receive , 
was the utmost that I could accomplish; and often 
that not until the letter had lain for weeks, or even 
months, on my writing-table. Without the aid of 

M , my whole domestic economy, whatever 

became of political economy, must have gone into 
irretrievable confusion. I shall not afterwards a u e 
to this part of the case; it is one, however, which the 
opium-eater will find, in the end, most oppressive an 
tormenting, from the sense of incapacity and feeble- 
ness, from the direct embarrassments incident to the 
neglect or procrastination of each day s appropriate 
labours, and from the remorse which must o ten 
exasperate the stings of these evils to a conscientious 
mind. The opium-eater loses none of his moral 
sensibilities or aspirations; he wishes and lon^as 
earnestly as ever to realise what he believes possi e, 
and feels to be exacted by duty; but his intellectua 
apprehension of what is possible infinitely outruns 
his power, not of execution only, but even of proposing 
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or willing. He lies under a world’s weight of incubus 
and nightmare; he lies in sight of all that he would 
fain perform, just as a man forcibly confined to his 
bed by the mortal languor of paral>-sis, who is com- 
pelled to witness injury or outrage offered to some 
ohjcct of his tcndcrcst love:— he would lav down his 
life if he might but rise and walk; but he is powerlc.ss 

as an inlant, and cannot so much as make an effort 
to move. 

Rut from this I now pass to wliat is the main subject 
of these latter Confessions — to the history and journal 
of what took place in my dreams; for these were the 
immediate and proximate cause of shadowy terrors 
that settled and brooded over my whole waking life. 

llie first notice I had of any important chani^e 
going on in this part of my physical economy was 
horn the re-awaking of a slate of eye oftentimes 
incident to childhood. I know not whether my reader 
is aware that many children have a power of painting, 
as it were, upon the darkness all sorts of phantoms: 
in some that power is simply a mechanic aflection of 
the eye; others have a voluntary or semi-voluntary 
power to dismiss or summon such phantoms; or, as 
a child once said to me, when I questioned him on 
this matter, I can tell them to go, and tliey go; but 
sometimes they come when 1 don't tell them to come.’ 
He had by one-half as unlimited a command over 
apparitions as a Roman centurion over his soldiers. 
In the middle of 1817 this faculty became increasingly 
distressing to me: at night, when I lay awake in bed, 
vast processions moved along continually in mournful 
pomp; friezes of never-ending stories, tliat to my 
leelings were as sad and solemn as stories drawm from 
times before Gwlipus or Priam, before Tyre, before 
M( mphis. And, concurrently with this, a correspond- 


ing change took place in my dreams; a theatre seemed 
suddenly opened and lighted up within my brain, 
which presented nightly spectacles of more than 
earthly splendour. And the four following facts may 
be mentioned, as noticeable at this time : — 

1. That, as the creative state of the eye increased, 
a sympathy seemed to arise between the waking and 
the dreaming states of the brain in one point — that 
whatsoever I happened to call up and to trace by a 
voluntary act upon the darkness was very apt to 
transfer itself to my dreams; and at length I feared 
to exercise this faculty; for, as Midas turned all things 
to gold that yet baffled his hopes and defrauded his 
human desires, so whatsoever things capable of being 
visually represented I did but think of in the darkness 
immediately shaped themselves into phantoms for 

the eye; and, by a process apparently no less inevitable, 

when thus once traced in faint and visionary colours, 
like writings in sympathetic ink, they were drawn out, 
by the fierce chemistry of my dreams, into insufferable 
splendour that fretted my heart. 

2. This and all other changes in my dreams were 
accompanied by deep-seated anxiety and funereal 
melancholy, such as are wholly incommunicable by 
words. I seemed every night to descend — ^not meta- 
phorically, but literally to descend — into chasms and 
sunless abysses, depths below depths, from which it 
seemed hopeless that I could ever re-ascend. Nor did 
I, by waking, feel that I had re-ascended. Why should 
I dwell upon this? For indeed the state of gloom 
which attended these gorgeous spectacles, amounting 
at last to utter darkness, as of some suicidal despon- 
dency, cannot be approached by words. 

3- The sense of space, and in the end the sense of 
time, were both powerfully affected. Buildings, land- 
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scapes, &c., were exhibited in proportions so vast as 
the bodily eye is not fitted to receive. Space swelled, 
and was amplified to an extent of unutterable and 
self-repeating infinity. This disturbed me very much 
less than the vast expansion of lime. Sometimes I 
seemed to have lived for seventy or a hundred years 
in one night; nay, sometimes had feelings representa- 
tive of a duration far beyond the limits of any human 
experience. 

4. The minutest incidents of childhood, or for- 
gotten scenes of later years, were often revived. I 
could not be said to recollect them; for, if 1 had been 
told of them when waking, I should not have been 
al)Ie to acknowledge them as parts of my past experi- 
ence. But, placed as they were before me in dreams 
like intuitions, and clothed in all their evanescent 
circumstances and accompanying feelings, 1 recognised 
them instantaneously. I was once told by a near 
relative of mine that, having in her childhood fallen 
into a river, and being on the very verge of death but 
for the assistance which reached her at the last critical 
moment, she saw in a moment her whole life, clothed 
in its forgotten incidents, arrayed before her as in a 
mirror, not successively, but simultaneously; and she 
had a faculty developed as suddenly for comprehend- 
ing the whole and every part.* This, from some 

The heroine of this remarkable case was a pirl about nine 
>cnrs old; and there can be little doubt that she looked down 
as far within tlie crtiter of death — that awful volcano — as any 
human bemR ever can have done that has lived to draw back 
and to report her experience. Not less than ninety years did 
she survive this memorable escape; and I may describe her 
as in all respects a woman of remarkable and interesting 
qualities. She enjoyed throvighout her long life, as the reader 
^\lIl readily infer, serene and cloudless health; had a masculine 
understanding; reverenced truth not less than did the E\'an- 
gelists; and led a life of saintly devotion, such as might have 
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opium experiences, I can believe; I have, indeed, 
seen the same thing asserted twice in modern books, 

glorified *Hilanon or Pau//— (The words in italic are Ariosto’s ) 
— I mention these traits as characterising her in a memorable 
extent, that the reader may not suppose himself relying upon 
a dealer in exaggerations, upon a credulous enthusiast, or upon 
a careless wielder of language. Forty-five years had intervened 
between the first time and the last time of her telling me this 
anecdote, and not one iota had shifted its ground amongst the 
incidents, nor had any the most trivial of the circumstantiations 
suffered change. The scene of the accident was the least of 
valleys, — what the Greeks of old would have called an ayKOs, 
and we English should properly call a dell. Human tenant 
it had none: even at noonday it was a solitude, and would 
oftentimes have been a silent solitude, but for the brawling 
of a brook — not broad, but occasionally deep — which ran along 
the base of the little hills. Into this brook, probably into one 
of its dangerous pools, the child fell : and, according to t e 
ordinary chances, she could have had but a slender prospect 
indeed of any deliverance; for, although a dwelling-house was 
close by, it was shut out from view by the undulations of the 
ground. How long the child lay in the water was probably 
never inquired earnestly until the answer had become 
crable : for a servant, to whose care the child was then confide , 

had a natural interest in suppressing the whole case. Fronit e 

child’s own account, it should se^m that asphyxia must ave 
announced its commencement. A process of strugg ® 
deadly suffocation was passed through half consciously. is 
process terminated by a sudden blow apparently or tn 
the brain, after which there was no pain or conflict; but m 
instant succeeded a dazzling rush of light; immediate y ® 
which came the solemn apocalypse of the entire past i e. 
Meantime, the child’s disappearance in the water had happi y 
been witnessed by a farmer who rented some fields in t is it e 
solitude, and by a rare accident was riding through t eni 
the moment. Not being very well mounted, he retar e 
by the hedges and other fences in making his way down to e 
water; some time was thus lost; but, once at the spot, e 
leaped in, booted and spurred, and succeeded in e ivenng 
one that must have been as nearly counted amongst t e 
lations of the grave as perhaps the laws of the shadowy wor 
can suffer to return! 
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and accompanied by a remark which probably is 
true — VIZ. that tlie dread book of account which the 
Scriptures speak of is, in fact, the mind itself of each 
individual. Of this, at least, 1 feel assured, that there 
is no such thing as ultimate forgetting\ traces once 
impressed upon the memory are indestructible: 
a thousand accidents may and will interpose a veil 
between our present conseiousness and the secret 
inscriptions on the mind. Accidents of the same sort 
will also rend away this veil. Hut alike, whether veiled 
or unveiled, the inscription remains for ever; just as 
the stars seem to withdraw before the common light 
of day, whereas, in fact, we all know that it is the light 
which is drawn over them as a veil, and tliat they are 
waiting to be revealed whenever the obscuring day- 
light itself shall have withdrawn. 

Having noticed these four facts as memorably 
distinguishing my dreams from those of health. I shall 
now cite a few iilnstralive cases; and shall then cite 
such others as I remember, in any order that may 
give them most enect as pictures to the reader. 

1 had been in youth, and ever since, for occasional 
amusement, a great reader of Livy, whom I confess 
that 1 jirefer, both for style and matter, to anv other 
of the Roman historians; and I had often felt as 
solemn and appalling sounds, emphatically represen- 
tative of Roman majesty, the two words so often 
ocdiiiing in Livy. C.otisul Romanus\ especially when 
the consul is introduced in his military character. 
I mean to say that the wortis kingy sultatu Kgent^ &c,, 
oi any other titles ol those who embodv in their own 
ptrsons the collective majestv of a great ptx>ple, 
had less power over my reverential feelings. I had 
also, though no great reader of History, made nmelf 
tiitiealb lamiliar with one period of English history 
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— viz. the period of the Parliamentary War — having 
been attracted by the moral grandeur of some who 
figured in that day, and by the interesting memoirs 
which survive those unquiet times. Both these parts 
of my lighter reading, having furnished me often with 
matter of reflection, now furnished me with matter 
for my dreams. Often I used to see, after painting 
upon the blank darkness a sort of rehearsal whilst 
waking, a crowd of ladies, and perhaps a festival and 
dances. And I heard it said, or I said to myself, 
‘These are English ladies from the unhappy times of 
Charles I. These are the wives and daughters of those 
who met in peace, and sat at the same tables, and 
were allied by marriage or by blood; and yet, after 
a certain day in August * 1642,^ never smiled upon 
each other again, nor met but in the field of battle; 
and at Marston Moor, at Newbury, or at Naseby, 
cut asunder all ties of love by the cruel sabre, and 
washed away in blood the memory of ancient friend- 
ship.’ The ladies danced, and looked as lovely as at 
the court of George IV. Yet even in my dream I knew 
that they had been in the grave for nearly two cen- 
turiesi The pageant would suddenly dissolve; and, 
at a clapping of hands, would be heard the 
heart-shaking sound of Consul Romanus; and imme- 
diately came ‘sweeping by,’ in gorgeous paludaments, 

* I think (but at the moment have no means of verifying my 
conjecture) that this day was the 24th of August. On or a^ut 
that day Charles raised the royal standard at Nottingham, 
which, ominously enough (considering the strength of sue 
superstitions in the seventeenth century, and, amongst the 
generations of that century, more especially in this particular 
generation of the Parliamentary War), was blown down during 
the succeeding night. Let me remark, in passing, 
falsehood can virtually be greater or more malicious than t t 
which imputes to Archbishop Laud a special or exceptional 
faith in such mute warnings. 
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Paullus or Marius, girt around by a company of cen- 
turions, with the crimson tunic' hoisted on a spear, and 
followed by the alalagmos^ of the Roman legions. 

Many years ago, when I was looking over Piranesi’s 
‘Antiquities of Rome,’ Coleridge, then standing by, 
described to me a set of plates from that artist, called 
his Dreams, and which record the scenery of his 
own visions during the delirium of a fever. Some of 
these (I describe only from memory of Coleridge’s 
account) represented vast Gothic halls; on the floor 
of which stood mighty engines and machinery, wheels, 
cables, catapults, &c., expressive of enormous power 
put forth, or resistance overcome. Creeping along the 
sides oftlie walls, you perceived a staircase; and upon 
this, groping his way upwards, was Piranesi himself. 
I ollow the stairs a little farther, and you perceive 
them reaching an abrupt termination, without any 
balustrade, and allowing no step onwards to him who 
should reach the extremity, except into the depths 
below. Whatever is to become of poor Piranesi, at 
least you suppose that his labours must now in some 
uay tciminate. But raise your eyes, and behold a 
second flight of stairs still higher, on which again 
1 iranesi is perceived, by this time standing on the 
very brink ol the abyss. Once again elevate vour eye, 
and a still more aerial flight ot stairs is descried; and 
tlierc, again, is the delirious I’iranesi, busy on his 
aspiring labours: and so on, until the unfinished stairs 
and the hopeless Piranesi both arc lost in the upptT 
gloom of the hall. With the same power of endless 
growth and sell-reproduction did mv architecture 

t 

The crivison tunic : T he signal which announced a dav 
of battle. 

AUiUigmos ; A word expressing collcctivclv the gathenng 
of the Roman war-cries— .'J/.i/a, AIM! 
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proceed in dreams. In the early stage of the malady, 
the splendours of my dreams were indeed chiefly 
architectural; and I beheld such pomp of cities and 
palaces as never yet was beheld by the waking eye, 
unless in the clouds. From a great modern poet' 
I cite the part of a passage which describes, as an 
appearance actually beheld in the clouds, what in 
many of its circumstances I saw frequently in sleep : — 

‘The appearance, instantaneously disclosed. 

Was of a mighty city — boldly say 
A wilderness of building, sinking far 
And self-withdrawn into a wondrous depth, 

Far sinking into splendour without end! 

Fabric it seemed of diamond and of gold, 

With alabaster domes and silver spires, 

And blazing terrace upon terrace, high 
Uplifted; here, serene pavilions bright. 

In avenues disposed; there, towers begirt 
With battlements that on their restless fronts 
Bore stars — illumination of all gems! 

' ‘From a great modern poet * : — What poet? It was Words- 
worth; and why did I not formally name him? This throws 
a light backwards upon the strange history of Wordsworth’s 
reputation. The year in which I wrote and published these 
Confessions was 1821; and at that time the name of Words- 
worth, though beginning to emerge from the dark cloud of 
scorn and contumely which had hitherto overshadowed it, 
was yet most imperfectly established. Not until ten years later 
was his greatness cheerfully and generally acknowledged. I, 
therefore, as the very earliest (v/ithout one exception) of all 
who came forward, in the beginning of his career, to honour 
and welcome him, shrank with disgust from making any 
sentence of mine the occasion for an explosion of vulgar 
malice against him. But the grandeur of the passage here 
cited inevitably spoke for itself; and he that would have been 
most scornful on hearing the name of the poet coupled with 
this epithet of ‘great’ could not but find his malice intercepted, 
and himself cheated into cordial admiration, by the splendour 
of the verses. 
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By earthly nature had the cflcct been wrought 
Upon the dark materials of the storm 
Kow pacified; on them, and on the coves. 

And mountain-steeps and summits, whereunto 
The vapours had receded, taking there 
I heir station under a cerulean sky.' 


I he sublime circumstance- ‘that on their restUss 
Ironts bore stars'— might have been copied from my 
own architectural dreams, so often did it occur. We 
hear it reported of Dryden, and in later times of 
lu-sch. that they ate raw meat for the sake of obtaining 
splendid dreams: how much better, for such a pur"^ 
pose, to have eaten opium, which yet I do not remem- 
ber that any poet is recorded to have done, except 
the dramatist Shadwell; and in ancient days, Homer 
IS, I think, rightly reputed to have known the virtues 
of opium as a <f>dpfinKOf njTrerdcV— i.e. as an anodvne. 

lo rny architecture succeeded dreams of lakes and 
silvery expanses of water: these haunted me so much 
that f feared lest some dropsical state or tendency 
of the brain might thus be making itself (to use a 
metaphysical word) ohjfctive.^ and that the sentient 
organ might be projecting itself as its own object. 

1 or two n.onths I sufi'ered greatly in my head— a part 
of my bodily structure which had hitherto been so 
clear from all touch or taint of weakness (physicallv, 

1 mean) that I used to say of it, as the last Lord Orford 
said of his stomach, that it seemed likelv to sumve 
tiu' rest of my person. l iH now I had never felt a 


Objrftttr :-Thi^ word, so noarlv unint* iligihlc in iS:i 
so mwnscly scholastic, and. consequently, when surrounde .1 

n n ".r " u apparcntlv pedantic, vet. 

1C other hand so mdispensahlc to iwcurate thinking, and 

to rar/c thinking, ha.s since 1S21 Invome too common lo nccxl 
any apology. 




headache even, or any the slightest pain, except 
rheumatic pains caused by my own folly. 

The waters gradually changed their character — 
from translucent lakes, shining like mirrors, they 
became seas and oceans. And now came a tre- 
mendous change, which, unfolding itself slowly like 
a scroll, through many months, promised an abiding 
torment; and, in fact, it never left me, though 
recurring more or less intermittingly. Hitherto the 
human face had often mixed in my dreams, but not 
despotically, nor with any special power of torment- 
ing. But now that affection which I have called the 
tyranny of the human face began to unfold itself. 
Perhaps some part of my London life (the searching 
for Ann amongst fluctuating crowds) might be answer- 
able for this. Be that as it may, now it was that upon 
the rocking waters of the ocean the human face began 
to reveal itself; the sea appeared paved with innumer- 
able faces, upturned to the heavens ; faces, imploring, 
wrathful, despairing; faces that surged upwards by 
thousands, by myriads, by generations: infinite was 
my agitation; my mind tossed, as it seemed, upon the 
billowy ocean, and weltered upon the weltering waves. 

May i8i8. — The Malay has been a fearful enemy 
for months. Every night, through his means, I have 
been transported into Asiatic scenery. I know not 
whether others share in my feelings on this point; 
but I have often thought that, if I were compelled to 
forgo England, and to live in China, among Chinese 
manners and modes of life and scenery, I should go 
mad. The causes of my horror lie deep, and some of 
them must be common to others. Southern Asia, in 
general, is the seat of awful images and associations. 
As the cradle of the human race, if on no other ground, 
it would have a dim, reverential feeling connected 
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with it. But there are other reasons. No man can 
pretend that the wild, barbarous, and capricious 
superstitions of Africa, or of savage tribes elsewhere, 
alFect him in the way that he is aflected bv the 
ancient, monumental, cruel, and elaborate religions 
of Hindostan. The mere antiquity of Asiatic 
things, of their institutions, histories, — above all, of 
their mythologies, &c., — is so impressive that to me 
the vast age of the race and name overpowers the 
sense of youth in the individual. A young Chinese 
seems to me an antediluvian man renewed. Even 
Englishmen, though not bred in any knowledge of 
such institutions, cannot but shutlder at the mystic 
sublimity o{ castes that have flowed apart, and refused 
to mix, through such immemorial tracts of time; nor 
tan any man iail to be awed by the sanctity of the 
Ganges, or by tlie very name of the Euphrates. It 
contributes much to these feelings that South-eastern 
Asia is, and has been for thousands of years, the part 
of the earth most swarming with human life, the great 
ojficirin i^eutium. Man is a weed in tliosc regions. The 
vast empires, also, into which tlic enormous popula- 
tion of Asia has always been cast, give a furllier 
sublimity to the leelings associated with all oriental 
names or images. In C hina, over and above what it 
has in common with the rest of Southern .-Vsia, I am 
terrifled by the modes of lile, by the manners, bv the 
bairier o( utter abhorrence placed between m^'sclfand 
them, bv counter-sympathiesdeeper than I can anal)*sc. 
I could sooner live with lunatics, with vermin, with 
(locodiles or snakes. All this, and much more than 
I can say, the reader must enter into before he can 
compichend tlie unimaginable horror which these 
(beams ot oriental imagery and mythological tortures 
impressed upon me. L nder tlie connecting feeling of 
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tropical heat and vertical sunlights, I brought together 
all creatures, birds, beasts, reptiles, all trees and 
plants, usages and appearances, that are found in 
all tropical regions, and assembled them together 
in China or Hindostan. From kindred feelings, I 
soon brought Egypt and her gods under the same 
law. I was stared at, hooted at, grinned at, chattered 
at, by monkeys, by paroquets, by cockatoos. I ran 
into pagodas, and was fixed for centuries at the 
summit, or in secret rooms; I was the idol; I was the 
priest; I was worshipped; I was sacrificed. I fled from 
the wrath of Brama through all the forests of Asia ; 
Vishnu hated me; Seeva lay in wait for me. I came 
suddenly upon Isis and Osiris: I had done a deed, 
they said, which the ibis and the crocodile trembled 
at. Thousands of years I lived and was buried in 
stone coffins, with mummies and sphinxes, in narrow 
chambers at the heart of eternal pyramids. I was 
kissed, with cancerous kisses, by crocodiles, and was 
laid, confounded with all unutterable abortions, 
amongst reeds and Nilotic mud. 

Some slight abstraction I thus attempt of my 
oriental dreams, which filled me always with such 
amazement at the monstrous scenery that horror 
seemed absorbed for a while in sheer astonishment. 
Sooner or later came a reflux of feeling that swallowed 
up the astonishment, and left me, not so much in 
terror, as in hatred and abomination of what I saw. 
Over every form, and threat, and punishment, and 
dim sightless incarceration, brooded a killing sense 
of eternity and infinity. Into these dreams only it 
was, with one or two slight exceptions, that any cir- 
cumstances of physical horror entered. All before 
had been moral and spiritual terrors. But here the 
main agents were ugly birds, or snakes, or crocodiles, 
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especially the last. The cursed crocodile became to 
me the object of more horror than all the rest. I was 
compelled to live with him; and (as was always the 
case in my tircams) for centuries. Sometimes I 
escaped, and found myself in Chinese houses. All the 
feet of the tabler, sofas, &c., soon became instinct 
with life: the abominable head of the crocodile, and 
his leering eyes, looked out at me, multiplied into 
ton thousand repetitions; and I stood loathing and 
fascinated. So often did this hideous reptile haunt my 
dreams that many times the very same dream was 
broken up in the very same way : I heard gentle voices 
speaking to me (I hear everything when I am slcep- 
ing), and instantly I awoke; it was broad noon, and 
mv children were standing, hand in hand, at my 
bedside, come to show me their coloured shoes, or 
new frocks, or to let me see them dressed for going 
out. No experience was so awful to me, and at the 
same time so pathetic, as this abrupt translation from 
the darkness of the infinite to the gaudy summer air 
of highest noon, and from the unutterable abortions 
of miscreated gigantic vermin to the sight of infancy 
and innocent human natures. 

June iBip. — I have had occasion to remark, at 
various periods of my life, that the deaths of those 
whom we love, and, indeed, the contemplation of 
dcatli generally, is (atteris paribus) more affecting in 
summer than in any other season of the year. And 
the reasons arc these three, I think: first, that the 
visible heavens in summer appear far higher, more 
<llstant, and (if such a solecism may be excused) more 
infinite; the clouds by which chiefly the eye expounds 
the distance of the blue pavilion stretched over our 
heads are in summer more voluminous, more massed, 
and are accumulated in far grander and more tower- 
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ing piles; secondly, the light and the appearances of 
the declining and the setting sun are much more 
fitted to be types and characters of the infinite; and, 
thirdly (which is the main reason), the exuberant and 
riotous prodigality of life naturally forces the mind 
more powerfully upon the antagonist thought of death, 
and the wintry sterility of the grave. For it may be 
observed generally that, wherever two thoughts stand 
related to each other by a law of antagonism, and exist, 
as it were, by mutual repulsion, they are apt to suggest 
each other. On these accounts it is that I find it 
impossible to banish the thought of death when I am 
walking alone in the endless days of summer; and 
any particular death, if not actually more affecting, 
at least haunts my mind more obstinately and 
besiegingly, in that season. Perhaps this cause, and 
a slight incident which I omit, might have been the 
immediate occasions of the following dream, to which, 
however, a predisposition must always have existed 
in my mind; but, having been once roused, it never 
left me, and split into a thousand fantastic variations, 
which often suddenly re-combined, locked back into 
startling unity, and restored the original dream. 

I thought that it was a Sunday morning in May; 
that it was Easter Sunday, and as yet very early in 
the morning. I was standing, as it seemed to me, at 
the door of my own cottage. Right before me lay the 
very scene which could really be commanded from 
that situation, but exalted, as was usual, and solem- 
nised by the power of dreams. There were the same 
mountains, and the same lovely valley at their feet; 
but the mountains were raised to more than Alpine 
height, and there was interspace far larger between 
them of savannahs and forest lawns ; the hedges were 
rich with white roses; and no living creature was to 
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be seen, excepting that in the green churchyard there 
were cattle tranquilly reposing upon the verdant 
graves, and particularly round about the grave of a 
cliild whom I had once tenderly loved, just as I had 
really beheld them, a little before sunrise, in the same 
summer when that child died. I gazed upon the 
well-known scene, and 1 said to myself, ‘It yet wants 
much of sunrise; and it is Kastcr Sunday; and that is 
the day on which they celebrate the first-fruits of 
Resurrection. I will walk abroad; old griefs shall be 
forgotten to-day: for the air is cool and still, and the 
hills are high, and stretch away to heaven; and the 

is as verdant as the forest lawns, and the 
forest lawns are as quiet as the churchyard; and with 
the dew I can wash the fever from my forehead; and 
then I shall be unhappy no longer.’ I turned, as if 
to open my garden gate, and immediately I saw upon 
the left a scene far diflerent; but which yet the power 
of dreams had reconciled into harmony. The scene 
was an oriental one; and there also it was Easter 
Sunday, and very early in the morning. And at a 
\ast distance were visible, as a stain upon the horizon, 
the domes and cupolas of a great city — an image or 
faint abstraction, caught perhaps in childhood from 
some picture of Jerusalem. .\iul not a bow-shot from 


me, upon a stone, shaded by Judean palms, there sat a 
woman; and I looked, and h was— Ann! She fixed 


li'i eyes upon me earnestly; and I said to her at 
length, ‘So, then, I l.ave found vou at last.’ I waited; 
but she answered me not a word. Her face was the 


same as when I saw it last; the same, and yet, again, 
how diilerent! Seventeen vears ago, when the lamp- 
light ol mighty London fell upon her face, as for the 
last time I kissed her lips (lips, .\nn, that to me were 
not polluted!), her eyes were streaming with tears. 



The tears were now no longer seen. Sometimes she 
seemed altered; yet again sometimes not altered; and 
hardly older. Her looks were tranquil, but with 
unusual solemnity of expression, and I now gazed 
upon her with some awe. Suddenly her countenance 
grew dim; and, turning to the mountains, I perceived 
vapours rolling between us; in a moment all had 
vanished; thick darkness came on; and in the twink- 
ling of an eye I was far away frorh mountains, and by 
lamp-light in London, walking again with Ann just 
as we had walked, when both children, eighteen years 
before, along the endless terraces of Oxford Street. 

Then suddenly would come a dream of far different 
character — a tumultuous dream — commencing with 
a music such as now I often heard in sleep music 
of preparation and of awakening suspense. The 
undulations of fast-gathering tumults were like the 
opening of the Coronation Anthem; and, like that. 
gave the feeling of a multitudinous movement, of 
infinite cavalcades filing off, and the tread of in- 
numerable armies. The morning was come of a 
mighty day — a day of crisis and of ultimate hope for 
human nature, then suffering mysterious eclipse, and 
labouring in some dread extremity. Somewhere, but 
I knew not where — somehow, but I knew not how 
by some beings, but I knew not by whom a battle, 
a strife, an agony, was travelling through all its stages 
— was evolving itself, like the catastrophe of some 
mighty drama, with which my sympathy was the 
more insupportable from deepening confusion as to 
its local scene, its cause, its nature, and its undeci- 
pherable issue. I (as is usual in dreams where, of 
necessity, we make ourselves central to every move- 
ment) had the power, and yet had not the power, to 

decide it. I had the power, if I could raise myself to 

# 
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will it ; and yet again had not the power, for the weiglit 
of twenty Atlantics was upon me, or the oppression 
of inexpiable guilt. ‘Deeper than ever plummet 
sounded,’ I lay inactive. Ihen, like a chorus, the 
passion deepened. Some greater interest was at stake, 
some mightier cause, than ever yet the sword had 
pleaded, or trumpet had proclaimed. Tiien came 
sudden alarms; luirryings to and fro; trepidations of 
innumerable fugitives, I knew not whether from the 
good cause or the bad; darkness and lights; tempest 
and human faces; and at last, with the sense that all 
was lost, female forms, and the features that were 
worth all the world to me; and but a moment 
allowed— and clasped hands, with heart-breaking 
partings, and then— everlasting farewells! and, with 
a sigh such as the eaves of hell sighed when the 
incestuous mother uttered the abhorred name of 
Death, the sound was reverberated— everlasting fare- 
wells! and again, and yet again reverberated — ever- 
lasting farewells! 


And I awoke in struggles, and cried aloud, 'I will 
sleo]) no more!’ 

Now, at last, I had become awestruck at tlic 
approach of sleep, under the condition of visions so 
alliictmg, and so intensely life-like as those which 
persecuted mv jihantom-haunted brain. More ami 


more also I felt violent palpiiatioirs in some internal 
ugion, such as are commonly, but erroneously, called 
palpitations of the luart-being, as I suppose, refer- 
able exclusivelv to derangemenu in the stomach. 
Ilusc wtic e\idcntly increasing rapidlv in frequency 
ami in strength. Naturally, therefore, on considering 
how important my life had become to others besides 
nnscll, I became alarmetl; and I paused seasonably; 
but with a dilliculty that is past all description. 


Either way it seemed as though death had, in military 
language, ‘thrown himself astride of my path.’ 
Nothing short of mortal anguish, in a physical sense, 
it seemed, to wean myself from opium; yet, on the 
other hand, death through overwhelming nervous 
terrors — death by brain-fever or by lunacy — seemed 
too certainly to besiege the alternative course. For- 
tunately I had still so much of firmness left as to face 
that choice, which, with most of instant suffering, 
showed in the far distance a possibility of final escape. 

This possibility was realised : I did accomplish my 
escape. And the issue of that particular stage in my 
opium experiences (for such it was — simply a pro- 
visional stage, that paved the way subsequently for 
many milder stages, to which gradually my constitu- 
tional system accommodated itself) was, pretty nearly 
in the following words, communicated to my readers 
in the earliest edition of these Confessions: — 

I triumphed. But infer not, reader, from this word 
^ triumphed a condition of joy or exultation. Think of 
me as of one, even when four months had passed, 
still agitated, writhing, throbbing, palpitating, shat- 
tered; and much, perhaps, in the situation of him 
who has been racked, as I collect the torments of that 
state from the affecting account of them left by a most 
innocent sufferer in the time of James I.' Meantime, 
I derived no benefit from any medicine whatever, 
except ammoniated tincture of valerian. The moral 
of the narrative is addressed to the opium-eater, and 
therefore, of necessity, limited in its application. If 

* William Lithgow. His book (Travels, &c.) is tedious and 
not well written; but the account of his own sufferings on the 
rack at Malaga, and subsequently, is overpoweringly affecting. 
Less circumstantial, but the same in tendency, is the 
the results from torture published in 1830 by Juan Van Ha en. 
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Ik’ is tau^Iit to fear and trcnihle, cnoutjh has been 
ell<'(-tccl. liut he may say that tlie issue of my ease is 
at least a proof that opium, after an eighteen years' 
use, and an eight years' abuse, of its powers, may still 
be renounceti; and that he may chance to bring to 
the task greater energy than I did. or that, with a 
stronger constitution, he may obtain the same results 
wiiii less. '1 his may be true; I would not presume to 
measure the ell'orts of other men by my own. Heartily 
I wisii him more resolution; heartily I wish him an 
erpial success. Nevertheless, I had motives external 
to myself which he may unfortunatelv want; and 
these supplied me with conscientious supports, such 
as merely selfish interests might fail in supplying to 
a mind debilitated bv opium. 

Lord Hacon eonjeetures that it may be as painful 
to be born as to die.' 'I hat seems probable; and, 
<iuring the \\'hole jicriod oi diminishing the opium, 
I had the torments of a man passing out of one mode 
of existence into another, and liable to the mixed or 
the alternate pains ol birth and death. 1 he issue was 
not death, but a sort of physical regeneration; and 
I may add that ever since, at intervals, I have had a 


restoration of more than youthful spirits. 


( )nc memorial of 


mv lormer condition nevertheless 


remains: my tlreams arc not calm; the dread swell 
and agitation ol the storm have not whollv subsided; 
the legions that encamped in them are drawing oil, 


In nil former eilitions I liad ;isenl'ei.l this sentiment to 
Jtnmy Ia\lor. On a close se.areh. however, wishing to verilv 
the ((uotation, it appe.ireil that I had been mistaken. Siime- 
thint* \cry like it occurs more than once in the bishop’s 
voluminous writmtis: but the exact passage moving in my 
imnd had evidently been this w hicli follows, from Lord liaeon’s 
1-S>.i\ on Death : It is as natural to die as to be born; and 
to a little infant perhaps the one is as painful as the other.’ 



but not departed; my sleep is still tumultuous; and, 
like the gates of Paradise to our first parents when 
looking back from afar, it is still (in the tremendous 
line of Milton) — 

‘With dreadful faces thronged and fiery arms.’ 
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Dl Qi’incey. — Page 79. 

Fins family, which split (or, as a grammatical purist lately 
said to me in a lone of expostulation, splat) into three 
national divisions — Knglish, French, and American— 
originally was N orwegian : and in the year of our Christian 
era one thousand spoke (I believe) the most undeniable 
Norse. I hroughout the eleventh century the heads of this 
family (in common with all the rulFians and martial vaga- 
bonds of F urope that had Venetian sequins enough dis- 
posable for such a trip) held themselves in readiness to join 
any likely leader; and did join William the Norman. Very 
feu indeed, or probably none, of his brigands were French- 
men, or native Neustrians; Normans being notoriously a 
name not derived /rom any French province, but imported 
into that province by trans-llaliic. and in a smaller proper- 
tion by cis-Ilaltic, aliens. 1 his .Norwegian family, having 
iissumed a territorial denomination from the district or 
village of Quincy, in the province now called Normandy, 
transplanted themselves to Fngland: where, and subse- 
qiuntly by marriage in Scotland, they ascended to tlic 
highest lank in both kingdoms, and held the highest ofiices 
open to a subject. late di.stinguishcd writer. Mr. Moir 
of Musselburgli. the Delta of ‘Blackwood’s Magazine,' took 
the trouble (whicli must have been considerabie) of tracing 
tlieir aspiring movements in Scotland, through a period 
uhen Normans transferred themselves from Fngland to 
Scotlancl in considerable numbers, and with great advan- 
tages. This elalxirate pajHr, published many years ago in 
'Blackwood's Magazine.’ first made known the leading 
facts of their career in Scotland. Meantime in England 
they coniimied to flourish through nine or ten generations; 
took a distinguished part in one, at least, of the Crusades: 
aiu! a still more perilous share in the Barons’ \VaR under 
Henry IIF No family drank more de'cply or more 
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frequently from the cup of treason ; which in those days was 
not always a very grave offence in people who, having 
much territorial influence, had also much money. But, 
happening to drink once too often, or taking too long a 
‘puir at the cup, the Earls of Winchester suddenly came to 
grief. Amongst the romances of astronomy there is one, 

I believe, which has endeavoured to account for the little 
asteroids of our system by supposing them fragments of 
some great planet that had, under internal convulsion or 
e.Kternal collision, at some period suddenly exploded. In 
our own planet Tellus such a county as York, under a 
similar catastrophe, would make a very pretty little 
asteroid. And, with some miniature resemblance to such 
a case, sometimes benefiting by the indulgence of the 
crown, sometimes by, legal devices, sometimes by aid of 
matrimonial alliances, numerous descendants, confessedly 
innocent, from the guilty earl projected themselves by 
successive efforts, patiently watching their opportunities, 
from the smoking ruins of the great feudal house: stealthily 
through two generations creeping out of their lurking 
holes; timidly, when the great shadows from the threaten- 
ing throne had passed over, re-assuming the family name. 
Concurrently with these personal fragments projected from 
the ancient house, flew off random splinters and fragments 
from the gjreat planetary disk of the Winchester estates, 
little asteroids that formed ample inheritances for the 
wants of this or that provincial squire, of this or that tame 
villatic squireen.* 

The kingly old oak, that had been the leader of the 
forest, was thus suddenly (in the technical language of 
wood-craft) cut down into a ‘pollard.* This mutilation for 
ever prevented it from aspiring cloudwards by means of 
some mighty stem, such as grows upon Norwegian hills, 
fit to be the mast of ‘some great ammiral.* Nevertheless, 

* This last variety of the rustic regtilus is of Hibernian origin, 
and, as regards the name, was unknown to us in England until 
Miss Edgeworth had extended the horizon of our social ex- 
perience. Yet, without the name. I presume that the thing must 
have been known occasionally even in England. 
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wr see daily amongst the realities of nature that a tree, after 
pas.sing through such a process of degradation, yet mani- 
lests the great arrears of vindictive life lurking within it by 
throwing out a huge radiation of slender boughs and 
miniature shoots, small but many, so that wc are forced 
exactly to invert the fine words of Lucan, saying no longer 
Iruruo, non frondihus. efficit umbram, but. on the contrary, non 
tumco frondibrn fjluil umbram. '1 his great cabbage-head 
of this ancient human tree threw a broad mas.sv umbrage 
over more villages than one; sometimes yielding repre- 
seniati\es moody and mutinous, sometimes vivacious and 
itivenlive, sometimes dull and lethargic, until at last, one 
line morning, on rubbing their eyes, they found themselves 
adiiallv m the sixteenth century abreast of Henry X’lII. 
and his fiery (hildren. Ah, what a centur>- was that! 
Scul[)tured as only Fronde can sculpture those that fight 
across the chasms of eternity, grouped as onlv Froude can 
group the mighty factions, acting or sufl'ering, arraigning 
biloit chaiueiies of man. or protesting before chanceries 
of (iod-what vast arrays of marble gladiators fighting for 
truth, teal or imagined, throng the arenas in each genera- 
tion ()f that and the succeeding century. And how en- 
nobling a distinction of modern humanity, that in Fagan 
antiquity no truth as vet existed, none had been revealed, 
none emlila/oned, on behalf ofwliich man row/rf have fought! 
As Ford liacon remarks— though strangelv, indeed, publish- 
ing in tlie very terms of this lemark his own blindness to the 
(auses and consequences— religious wars were unknown to 
antiquity. Personal interests, and those only, did or could 
lui nish a subject of conlliet. Hut tlirouglunit the sixteenth 
(entury, wliether in Fngland, in France, or in Germany, it 
uas a spiritual interest, sliadowy and aerial, which em- 
battled armies against armies. Simply the nobility of this 
interest it was. simply the grandeur of a cause moving by 
springs transcendent to all vulgar and mercenary’ collisions 
ol piince with prince, or family with family, that arrayed 
man against man. not upon petty combinations of personal 
intrigue, but upon tpicsiions of everlasting concern — this 
majestic principle of the strife it was that constituted for 
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the noblest minds its secret magnetism. Early in the 
seventeenth century, when it seemed likely that the 
interests of a particular family would be entangled with 
the principles at issue, multitudes became anxious to evade 
the strife by retiring to the asylum of forests. Amongst 
these was one branch of the De Quinceys. Enamoured of 
democracy, this family, laying aside the aristocratic De 
attached to their name, settled in New England, where they 
subsequently rose, through long public services, to the 
highest moral rank — as measured by all possible expres- 
sions of public esteem that are consistent with the simpli- 
cities of the great republic. Mr. Josiah Quincy, as head of 
this distinguished family, is appealed to as one who takes 
rank by age and large political experience with the 
founders of the American Union. Another branch of the 
same family had at a much earlier period settled in France. 
Finally, the squires and squireens — i.e. those who benefited 
in any degree by those ‘asteroids* which I have explained 
as exploded from the ruins of the Winchester estates 
naturally remained in England. The last of them who 
enjoyed any relics whatever of that ancient territorial 
domain was an elder kinsman of my father. I never had 
the honour of seeing him; in fact, it was impossible that I 
should have such an honour, since he died during the 
American War, which war had closed, although it had not 
paid its bills, some time before my birth. He enacted the 
part of squireen, I have been told, creditably enough in a 
village belonging either to the county of Leicester, Notting- 
ham, or Rutland. Sir Andrew Aguecheek observes, as one 
of his sentimental remembrances, that he also at one period 
of his life had been ‘adored* : ‘I was adored once,’ says the 
knight, seeming to acknowledge that he was not adored 
then. But the squireen was ‘adored’ in a limited way to 
the last. This fading representative of a crusading house 
declined gradually into the oracle of the bar at the Red 
Lion, and was adored by two persons at the least (not 
counting himself) — viz. the landlord, and occasionally the 
waiter. Mortgages had eaten up the last vestiges of the old 
territorial wrecks; and with his death a new era com- 
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nicnccd for this liistoricai family, which now (as if expressly 
to irritate its ambition) finds itself distributed amongst 
three rnigliiy nations- France. America, and England- 
arid precisely tliose three that are usually regarded as the 
leaders of civilisation,” 


Hariiara 1 ,1 AvrnwAiTF. -Page 2^8. 

Already Ilarbara I.ewthwaite liad contributed to the 
composition of two impressive pictures : iii-st, in her infancy, 
with her pel lamb, under the evening shadows of the mighty 
I- airfield; secondly, in her girlhood, with the turbaned 
Malay and the little cottage child. But subsequently, when 
a young woman, she entered unconsciously into the com- 
position of another picture even more rememberable, 
suggesting great names, connected with the greatest of 
themes; the names being those of Plato, and. in this 
instance at least, of a mightier than Plato— viz. William 
Wordsworth; and the theme concerned being that prob- 
lem wliich, mea.sured bv its interest to man, by its depen- 
(leneies. by the infinite jewel staked upon the verdict, we 
should all confc.ss to be the most solemn and heart-shaking 
that is luing out by golden chains from tlie heaven of 
heavens to human investigation viz. Is the spirit of man 
numbei-ed amongst things naturally perisliahle? The 
doctrine of our own Diidwell (a most orthodox man) was 
that naturally and pn se it was perishable, hut that bv 
supernatural endowment it was made immortal. Appar- 
entlv the ancient oracles of the Hebrew literature had all 
and everywhere assumed the soul’s natural mortality. The 
single pa.ssage in Job that sremai to look in the counter 
diiection has long since received an interpretation pain- 

riu' omission of the /)(’, us an addition looking better at 
a lomnament than as an indorsement on a hill of exchiinge, 
began, as to nian\ luindrevls ot English names, full three 
luindretl \cai^ ago. Many English f.imilics have disused this 
allix simply trom indolence. As to the terminal variations, cv. 
cje, ny, tliosc belong, as natural an*.! inc\ itahlc exponents of a 
tr.msitional condition, to the unsettled spelling that characterises 
the eari\ stages of literature in all countries alike. C 


tully alien from such a meaning; not to mention that the 
same objection would apply to this passage, if read into a 
Christian sense, as applies to the ridiculous interpolation 
in Josephus describing Christ’s personal appearance — viz. 
Once suppose it genuine, and why were there not myriads 
of other passages in the same key? Imagine, for a moment, 
the writer so penetrated with premature Christian views, 
by what inexplicable rigour of abstinence had he forborne 
to meet ten thousand calls, at other turns of his work, for 
similar utterances of Christian sentiment? It must not be 
supposed that the objections to this Christian interpretation 
of Job rest solely with German scholars. Coleridge, one of 
the most devout and evangelical amongst modern theolo- 
gians, took the same view, and has expressed it with 
decision. But Job is of slight importance in comparison 
With Moses. Now Warburton, in his well-known argu- 
ment, held not only that Moses did (as a fact) assume the 
mortality of the soul, but that, as a necessity, he did so, 
since upon this assumption rests the weightiest argument 
for his own divine mission. That Moses could dispense 
with a support which Warburton fancied all other legis- 
lators had needed and postulated argued, in the bishop’s 
opinion, a vicarious supf)ort — a secret and divine support. 
Ihis extreme view will be rejected, perhaps, by most 
people. But, in the meantime, the very existence of such a 
sect as the Sadducees proves sufficiently that no positive 
affirmation of the soul’s immortality could have been 
accredited amongst the Hebrew nation as a Mosaic doc- 
trine. The rise of a counter sect, the Pharisees, occurred in 
later days, clearly under a principic of ‘development’ 
applied to old traditions current among the Jews. It was 
not alleged as a Mosaic doctrine, but as something dedu- 
cible from traditions coimtenanced by Moses. From 
Hebrew literature, therefore, no help is to be looked for on 
th s great question. Pagan literature first of all furnishes 
any response upon it favourable to human yearnings. But, 
unhappily^ the main argument upon which the sophist in 
ffic Ph(sdo relies is a pure scholastic conundrum, baseless 
and puerile. The homogeneity of human consciousness, 
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upon which is made lo rest its indcslruciibilily, is not 
established or made probable by any plausible logic. If 
we should figure to ourselves some mighty angel mounting 
guard upon human interests twenty-three centuries ago, 
this tutelary spirit would have smiled derisively upon the 
advent and the departure of Plato. At length, once again, 
after many centuries, was heard the clarion of immortality 
—not as of any preternatural gift, but as a natural preroga- 
tive of the human spirit. 'I his time the atigel would have 
paused and hearkened. The auguries for immortality 
whieh Wordsworth drew from indications running along 
the line of daily human e.xperience w’ere two. 

1 he first was involved in the exquisite little poem of 'We 
arc Seven.’ 'I'hat authentic voice, said ^\■ordswo^th, which 
aflirtnetl life as a necessity inalienable from man’s conscious- 
ness was a revelation through the lips of childhood. Life 
in its torrent fulness — that is, life in its earliest stage — 
allirmed itself; whereas the voice which whispered doubts 
was an adventitious and secondary voice consequent upon 
an earthly experience. I he child in this little poem is 
unable to admit the thought of death, though, in com- 
pliance with custom, she uses the word: — 


‘'Lhc first that died was little Jane; 

In bed she inonninij lay, 

'Pill Cjod released her from her pain; 
.■\nd then she went awav.‘ 

9 


Lhc graves of her brother and sister she is so far from re- 
garding as any argument of their having died that she 
supposes the stranger simply to doubt her statement, and 
she reiterates her assertion of their graves as lying in the 
chuichv aril, in oitier to prove that tliey were living:^ 

‘ "'Lheir graves arc green, they may be seen,” 

Tl'.c little maid replied, 

■‘ Twelve steps or more from my mother's door, 

.\nd they are side by side. 

Anil otten after sunset, sir. 

When it is light and fair, 

1 take my little porringer, 

And eat my supper there. 
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My stockings there ) often knit. 

My kerchief there I hem; 

And there upon their graves I sit — 

I sit, and sing to them.’* ’ 

The other argument was developed in the sublime ‘Ode 
upon the Intimations of Immortality,* See. Man in his 
infancy stood nearest (so much was matter of fact) to tlie 
unseen world of the Infinite. What voices he heard most 
frequently, murmuring through the cells of his infantine 
brain, were echoes of the great realities which, as a new- 
born infant, he had just quitted. Hanging upon his 
mother’s breast, he heard dim prolongations of a music 
which belonged to a life ever more and more receding into 
a distance buried in clouds and vapours. Man’s orient, 
in which lie the fountains of the dawn, must be sought for 
in that Eden of infancy which first received him as a 
traveller emerging from a world now daily becoming more 
distant. And it is a great argument of the divine splendour 
investing man’s natural home that the heavenly lights 
which burned in his morning grow fainter and fainter as 
he ‘travels farther from the East.’ 

The little Carnarvonshire child in ‘We are Seven,’ 
who is represented as repelling the idea of death under 
an absolute inability to receive it, had completed her 
eighth year. But this might be an ambitious exaggeration, 
such as aspiring female children are generally disposed 
to practise. It is more probable that she might be in the 
currency of her eighth year. Naturally we must not exact 
from Wordsworth any pedantic rigour of accuracy in such 
a case: but assuredly we have a right to presume that his 
principle, if tenable at all, must apply to all children below 
the age of five. However, I will say four. In that case the 
following anecdote seems to impeach the philosophic truth 
of this doctrine. I g^ve the memorandum as it was drawn 
up by myself at the time: — 

My second child, but eldest daughter, little M , is 
between two and three weeks less than two years old : 
and from the day of her birth she has been uniformly 
attended by Barbara Lewthwaite. We are now in the 
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first clays of Juno; but, about three weeks since, conse- 
ciuently in the earlier half of May, some one of our neigh- 
bours gave to M a little bird. I am no great ornitho- 

logist. ‘Perhaps only a tenth-rate one,’ says some too 
flattering reader. Oh dear, no, nothing near it: I fear, 
no more than a 510th rater. Consequently, I cannot 
ornithologieally describe or classify the bird. Ihil I believe 
that it belonged to the family of finches — cither a gold- 
finch, bullfinch, or at least something ending in inch. The 
present was less splendid than at first it seemed. For th. 
bird was wounded, though not in a way that made the 
wound apparent; and too sensibly as the evening wore 
away it drooped. None of us knew what medical treatment 
to stigge.st; and all that occurred was to place it with free 
access to bird-seed and water. .\l length sunset arrived, 
which was the signal for M ‘s departure to bed. She 
came therefore as usual to me. threw her arms round my 
neck, and went through her ordinar\’ routine of prayers: 
vi/. first, the Lord's Prayer, and finally the four following 
lines (a Roman Catholic bequest to the children of 
Northern Lngland) : — 

'Holy* Jesus, meek and mild. 

Look on me. a little child: 

Pity my simplicity; 

Cirant that 1 may come to thee.’ 


M , as .she was moving off to bed, whispered to me 

that I was to ‘mend' the bird with ‘ycxldonum.’ Having 
always seett me taking laudanum, and for the purpose (as 
she was told) of growing better in health, reiisonably it 
struck her that the little bird would improve under the 
^ame regimen. For her salislaciioti. I placed a little diluleil 
l.uulanum near to the bird; and she then departtxl to Ixxl. 
though with une.a.sy looks reverting to her sick little pet. 
(h'ctipicd with some piint of studv, it happened that 1 sal 


‘ 7 /o/v yesus ' : — This was a verv mdicious correction intn^ 


duced hv Wordsworth. Orieinallv llie ir.ulitional line had stood 

♦ 4 

— 'Cientle Jesus, meek and imld.' Hut Wordsworth, offended 
by the idle iter.ifii'n of one idea in the words, gentle, meek, 
mild, corrected tlic text into l{ol\. 


up through the whole night: and long before seven o’clock 
in the morning she had summoned Barbara to dress her, 
and soon I heard the impatient little foot descending the 
stairs to my study. I had such a Jesuitical bulletin ready, by 
way of a report upon the bird’s health, as might not seem 
absolutely despairing, though not too dangerously san- 
guine. And, as the morning was one of heavenly splendour, 
I proposed that we should improve the bird’s chances by 
taking it out-of-doors into the little orchard at the foot of 
Fairfield — our loftiest Grasmere mountain. Thither moved 

at once Barbara Lewthwaite, little M , myself, and 

the poor languishing bird. By that time in May, in any 
far southern county, perhaps the birds would be ceasing 
to sing; but not so with us dilatory people in Westmore- 
land. Suddenly, as we all stood around the little perch 
on which the bird rested, one thrilling song, louder than 
the rest, arose from a neighbouring hedge. Immediately 
the bird’s eye, previously dull, kindled into momentary 
fire: the bird rose on its perch, struggled for an instant, 
seemed to be expanding its wings, made one aspiring 
movement upwards, in doing so fell back, and in another 
moment was dead. Too certainly and apparently all these 
transitions symbolically interpreted themselves, and to all 
of us alike: Ae proof of which was that man, woman, and 
child spontaneously shed tears: a weakness, perhaps, but 
more natural under the regular processional evolution of 
the scenical stages than when simply read as a narrative: 
for too evident it was, to one and ail of us, without needing 
to communicate by words, what vision had revealed itself 
to all alike — to the child under two years old, not less than 
to the adults: too evident it was that, on this magmficent 
May morning, there had been exhibited, as on the stage 
of a theatre — there had passed before the eyes of us all 
passed, and was finished — the everlasting mystery of death ! 

It seemed to me that little M 1 by her sudden burst of 

tears, must have read this saddest of truths must have 
felt that the bird’s fate was sealed— not less clearly than 
Barbara or myself. 
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The Appendix’ to hie Cx)\pission.s on their First 
P rni-iCAiioN IN Book Form in 1822. 

'I he Proprietors of this little work having determined 
on reprinting it, some explanation seems called for, to 
■;»( (ount for the non-apiiearance of a Third l‘art promised 
m the London Muon'jne of December last; and the more 
^o because the proprietors, under whose guarantee that 
piomise was issued, might otherwise be implicated in the 
hiame- hide or much- attached to its non-fulfilment. 
1 lus blame, m mere justice, the author lakes wholly upon 
iiimselt. What mav be the exact amount of the guilt 
uimh he thus appropriates is a verv dark question to his 
own judgment, and not much illuminated bv any of the 
niaslers on casuistry whom he has consulted on the occa- 
Mon. On the one hand, it seems generally agreed that a 
IM-omise IS binding in the wversr ratio of the'numbei^ to 
whom It IS made: lor wliii ii reason it is that we see many 

peisons break promises w iihout scriqde that arc made to a 

wliole nation wiio keep their faith religiously in all private 
engagements,— breaclies of promise towards the stronger 
fiarty being committed at a man’s own peril. On the 
oitKT liand. the only parlies interested in the promise^ 

an author are his readers; and these it is a point of 
■'XHlesty in any author to believe as few as possible; or 
perhaps only one,- in which ease any promise inqxvscs 
a sanetiiy ul moral obligation which it is shocking to 
dimk oh C.asuistry dlsmK^ed, however, the author throws 
hunsell on the indulgent consideration of all who mav 
(■om en e theiuseh es aggi ie\ ed by his delay, in the following 
account ot his own coiuiiiion from the end of last year, 
u hen the engagement was made, up nearly to the present 
lane, for am’ purpose of self-exetise, it might be sulVieient 
u* say that intolerable IxHiily sullering bail totally disabltNi 
him tor almost any exertion of mind, more especially for 
MU h as demand and presupixise a pleasurable and a genial 
>lai( ol feeling, but, as a ease that may bv pixssibility con- 
iMbute a (Mile to the maiieal history of Opium in a furtlier 
siuge ol Us action than can often have been brought under 



the notice of pro.fes ional men, he has judged that it might 
be acceptable to some readers to have it described more 
at length. Fiat experimentum in corpore vili is a just rule 
where there is any reasonable presumption of benefit to 
arise on a large scale. What the benefit may be will 
admit of a doubt; but there can be none as to the value 
of the body: for a more worthless body than his own, the 
author is free to confess, cannot be. It is his pride to believe 
that it is the very idea! of a base, crazy, despicable human 
system, that hardly ever could have been meant to be sea- 
worthy for two days under the ordinary storms and wear- 
and-tear of life: and, indeed, if that were the creditable 
way of disposing of human bodies, he must own that he 
should almost be ashamed to bequeath his wretched 
structure to any respectable dog. — But now to the case; 
which, for the sake of avoiding the constant recurrence of 
a cumbersome periphrasis, the author will take the liberty 
of giving in the first person. 

Those who have read the Confessions will nave closed 
them with the impression that I had wholly renounced 
the use of Opium. This impression I meant to convey, 
and that for two reasons : first, because the very act of 
deliberately recording such a state of suffering necessarily 
presumes in the recorder a power of surveying his own 
case as a cool spectator, and a degree of spirits for ade- 
quately describing it, which it would be inconsistent to 
suppose in any person speaking from the station of an 
actual sufferer: secondly, because I, who had descended 
from so large a quantity as 8000 drops to so small a one 
(comparatively speaking) as a quantity ranging between 
300 and 160 drops, might well suppose that the victory' 
was in effect achieved. In suffering my readers, therefore, 
to think of me as of a reformed Opium-eater, I left no 
impression but what I shared myself; and, as may be seen, 
even this impression was left to be collected from ^e 
general tone of the conclusion, and not from, any specific 
words, — which are in no instance at variance with the 
literal truth. — In no long time after that paper was written, 
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I l)e< ainc sensible tnai me efTort winch remained would 
cost me far more energy than 1 had anticipated; and the 
necessity for making it was more apparent every month. 
In particular, I became aware of an increasing callousness 
or defect of sensibility in the stomach; and this I imagined 
might imply a scirrhous state of that organ, either formed 
or lormmg. ,\n eminent physician, to whose kindness 
1 w^as at that time deeply indebted, informed me that 
such a termination of my rase was not impossible, though 
likely to be forestalled by a dillerent termination, in the 
event of my continuing the use of opium. Opium, there- 
lore, I resolved wholly to abjure, as soon as I should find 
myself at liberty to bend my undivided attention and 
energy to this purpose. It w.as not, however, until the 
24tli of June last that any tolerable concurrence of facilities 
lor surh an attempt arrived. On that day I began inv 
experiment, having previously settled in my own mind that 
I would not (linch, but would ‘stand up to the scratch,' 
under any possible punishment.’ 1 must premise that 
about 170 or 180 drops had been my ordinary allowance 
tor many months. Occasionally I had run up as high as 
.■ioo and once nearly to 700. In repeated preludes to my 
final expiTiment I had also gone as lotv as too drops, but 
had loiind It impossible to stand it bevond the fourth dav, 
-wliich, bv the way, I have alwas-s found more difficult 
to get over than atiy of the preceding three. I went olf 
under easy sad -130 droixs a day for three davs: on the 
lourth I plunged at once to 80. I he misery which I now 
.sullered ‘took the conceit' out of me at once; and for about 
a nioiith I continued oil' and on about this mark: then I 
sunk to (i<), and the next day to— none at all. This was the 
lust day for nearly ten years that I had existed without 
opium. I perscvertxi in my abstinence for ninety houis; 

ifiat IS, upwards of half a week. Then I took .ask me 

not how miicli : say, ye sev erest, what would ye have done? 

llien 1 abstained again: then took about 25 drops; then 
attained; and so on. 

hU-antime the symptoms which attended my case for 
flic first SIX weeks ol die cx[ierimcnt were dicse; enormous 
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irritability and excitement of the whole system; the 
stomach, in particular, restored to a full feeling of vitality 
and sensibility, but often in great pain ; unceasing restless- 
ness night and day: sleep — I scarcely knew what it was: 
three hours out of the twenty-four was the utmost I had, 
and that so agitated and shallow that I heard every sound 
that was near me: lower jaw constantly swelling: mouth 
ulcerated: and many other distressing symptoms that 
would be tedious to repeat ; amongst which, however, I 
must mention one, because it had never failed to accom- 
pany any attempt to renounce opium, — viz. violent 
sternutation. This now became exceedingly troublesome; 
sometimes lasting for two hours at once, and recurring at 
least twice or three times a day. I was not much surprised 
at this, on recollecting what I had somewhere heard or 
read that the membrane which lines the nostrils is a 
prolongation of that which lines the stomach; whence, I 
believe, are explained the inflammatory appearances 
about the nostrils of dram-drinkers. The sudden restora- 
tion of its original sensibility to the stomach expressed 
itself, I suppose, in this way. It is remarkable also that, 
during the whole period of years through which I had 
taken opium, I had never once caught cold (as the phrase 
is), nor even the slightest cough. But now a violent cold 
attacked me, and a cough soon after. In an unfinished 

fragment of a letter begun about this time to , I find 

these words: ‘You ask me to write the . Do you 

know Beaumont and Fletcher’s play of Thierry and 
Theodoret? There you will see my case as to sleep; nor 
is it much of an exaggeration in other features. I protest 
to you that I have a greater influx of thoughts in one hour 
at present than in a whole year under the reign of opium. 
It seems as though all the thoughts which had been frozen 
up for a decade of years by opium had now, according to 
the old fable, been thawed at once, such a multitude stream 
in upon me from all quarters. Yet such is my impatience 
and hideous irritability that, for one which I detain and 
write down, fifty escape me. In spite of my weariness from 
suffering and want of sleep, I cannot stand still or sit for 
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At tins sla?c of my expi-rimnit I sent to a nciqhbourin» 

snrRcon, requesting that he would come over to see me" 

I't the evenmn |,c came; and. after briellv statinR the case 

to him, 1 asked this question: Whether he did not tliink 

that tlie opium miglii have acted as a stimulus to the 

tligestive orttans, and that the present state of sufferinc 

"t tlie stomach, winch manifestly was the cause of the 

itiahihly to sleep, niielit arise from indittesiion? His 

answer was, \o: o,, the contrary, he thonnht that the 

Siillerint; was c.aused by digestion itself,^ which should 

nauiiallv ro on below the ronsclousnes.s, but which, from 

he unnatural slate of the stom.aeh, vitiated by so Ions- a 

use of o[Mum, was t>ccoin(' distinctly perceptible. This 

o|>tnio,, was plausible; and the unintcrmitiinR nature of 

the Siifleiini; disposes me to think that it w.as true; for 

‘ It hat been any mere nrrguhr alfection of the stomach. 

It should naturally have intermitted occ.asionallv, ,antl 

eonslanlly lluciuated as to decree. The iiuenlion of 

tiiit.ire, as manifested in the healthv slate, obviouslv is to 

Witlu Law Iron, our notice all die vital motions, such as the 

( irculaiion of the blood. ,he expansion and contr.action 

ol he hniRs, the peristaltic action of the stomach. &c.; 

atul opium. It seems, is able in this, .as in other instances, 

ui coniiterac, her purpo.ses. - liy the advice of the sun-eon, 

I trictl hiun 1-or a short time these trreallv mitigated the 

liflities under uhich I laboured; but about the fortv- 

'Koiul d.av ol the experiment the svmpioms .alrc.adv 

noticed bcR.an to retire, and new ones to arise of a dilTercnt 

iiiul hir more tormeminR cl.a.ss; under these, with but a 

ew intervals of remission, I have since continued to suffer. 

I'lit I dismiss them undescriberl for two reasons; tst, because 

t le mind revolts Irom retracing circumsianliallv anv 

sullcrmRs Irom which it is removed bv too short or bv no 

iiiteiv.al; to do this with minuteness enouRli to make tlie 

tevieiv of anv use would be indeed 'mfyndim rmv.m 

Mi/jimii, and possibly without a sullieient motive; for, 

■-'dly, 1 doubt whether this latter state be .any wav refcrriblc 

• • 


to opium, positively considered, or even negatively; that 
is, whether it is to be numbered amongst the last evils from 
the direct action of opium, or even amongst the earliest 
evils consequent upon a want of opium in a system long 
deranged by its use. Certainly one part of the symptoms 
might be accounted for from the time of year (August) ; 
for, though the summer was not a hot one, yet in any 
case the sum of all the heat funded (if one may say so) 
during the previous months, added to the existing heat 
of that month, naturally renders August in its better half 
the hottest part of the year; and it so happened that the 
excessive perspiration which even at Christmas attends 
any great reduction in the daily quantum of opium, and 
which in July was so violent as to oblige me to use a bath 
fn e or six times a day, had about the setting in of the 
hottest season wholly retired: on which account any bad 
eff ect of the heat might be the more unmitigated. Another 
s^mptom, viz. what in my ignorance I call internal 
rheumatism (sometimes affecting the shoulders, &c., but 
more often appearing to be seated in the stomach), seemed 
again less probably attributable to the opium or the want 
of opium than to the dampness of the house which I 
inhabit,* which had about that time attained its maximum, 
— July having been, as usual, a month of incessant rain 
in our most rainy part of England. 

Under these reasons for doubting whether opium had 
any connexion with the latter stage of my bodily wretched- 
ness, — (except, indeed, as an occasional cause, as having 
left the body weaker and more crazy, and thus predisposed 
to any mal-influence whatever), — I willingly spare my 

* In saying this I meant no disrespect to the individual 
house, as the reader will understand when I tell him that, with 
the exception of one or two princely mansions, and some few 
inferior ones that have been coated with Roman cement, I am 
not acquainted with any house in this mountainous district 
which is wholly waterproof. The architecture of books, I 
flatter myself, is conducted on just principles in this country; 
but for any other architecture it is in a barbarous state, and, 
what is worse, in a retrograde state. 
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reader all description of it. Let it perish to him ; and would 
Ihat I could as easily say let it perish to my own remeiii- 
branc« that any future hours of tranquillity may not be 
dismrbed by too vivid an ideal of possible human misers ! 

bo much for the sequel of my experiment; as to the 
lormer stage, in which properly lies the experiment and 
Its application to other cases, I must request mv reader 
not to forget the reasons for which I have recorded it 
lh«e were two: tst, a belief that I might add some trille 
to the history of opium as a medical agent. In this I am 
aware that I have not at all fulfilled my own intentions 
m consequence of the torpor of tnind, pain of bodv, anti 
extreme disgust to the subject, which besieged me whilst 
writing that part of my paper; which part, being imme- 
diately sent oil to the press (distant about five degrees of 
latitude), cannot be corrected or improved. But from this 
account rambling as it may be, it is evident that thus 
much of benefit may arise to the persons most interested 
m such a htstory ol opium, -tiamely, to Opium-eaters in 
general,— that it establLshcs, for their consolation and 
encouragement, the fact that opium may be renounced, 
and without greater sufierings than an ordinaiq’ resolution 
may support; and by a pretty rapid course of descent.' 

' On which last notice I would remark that mine was ,oo 
rapid, and the suffering therefore needlessly aggravated; or 
rather, perhaps, it was not suthciently continuous and equable 

altove all, that the Opium-eater who is preparing to retire 

rom business may have every sort of information before him, 

1 subjoin my diary. 


MRST WEEK. 

Drops of l.nud. 

Mond.Junc24 . i.^o Mond. 
*» *5 • ■ 140 
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28 

■20 
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SECOND WEEK. 

Drops of l.auJ. 
July I . . . 80 

80 


80 

So 

So 

So 
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« > 


* • 


» » 


I % 




3 

4 

5 
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100 

80 

80 

80 


300 


To communicate this result of my experiment was my 
foremost purpose. 2dly, as a purpose collateral to this, 
I wished to explain how it had become impossible for 
me to compose a Third Part in time to accompany this 
republication : for during the very time of this experiment 
the proof-sheets of this reprint were sent to me from 
London; and such was my inability to expand or to 
improve them that I could not even bear to read them 
over with attention enough to notice the press errors, or 
to correct any verbal inaccuracies. These were my reasons 


THIRD WEEK. 


FOURTH WEEK. 


Mond. July 

ft 


Drops of Laud. Drops of Laud. 


8 

. . . 300 

Mond. July 15 . . . 

76 

9 

. . . 50 

,, 16 . . . 

73 i 

10^ 


„ 17 . . . 

73 i 

II 1 

Hiatus in 

,, 18 . . . 

70 

12 

MS. 

,, 19 . . . 

240 

13 J 


,, 20 . . . 

80 

14 

. . . 76 

,, 21 . . . 

350 


FIFTH WEEK. 


Drops of Laud. 

Mond. July 22 60 

23 none 

24 none 

25 none 

26 200 

27 none 


What mean these abrupt relapses, the reader will ask, perhaps, 
to such numbers as 300, 350, &c. The impulse to these 
relapses was mere infirmity of purpose: the motive^ where any 
motive blended with this impulse, was either the principle of 
'reculer pour mieux sauter ' — (for under the torpor of a large 
dose, which lasted for a day or two, a less quantity satisfied 
the stomach, which, on awaking, found itself partly accustomed 
to this new ration), — or else it was this principle — that of 
sufferings otherwise equal those will be borne best which meet 
with a mood of anger: now, whenever I ascended to any large 
dose, I was furiously incensed on the following day, and could 
then have borne anything. 
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for ,roubl,„K mv roaclrr uiti, any record, Ion? or short- 
of cxpcrnnents relating to so trnly base a subject as mv 
oun body; and I am earnest with the reader, tl.at he will 

it n "''^■■'Pprrhend me as to believe 

possible that I would condescend to so rascally a subject 

lor ,ts own sake or, mti. ed, for any less object' than that 

Rcneral benefit to others. Such an animal as the selh 

obsirung valetudinarian I know there is: 1 have met him 

■nvsell occasionallv: anti I know that he is the lom 
mia?inable;,™it„,m,,,„„,,„^^ 

h> t.i 11 1? intti distinct conscionsne.ss, everv svmptoni th.it 
wmilc else perhaps, under a dillerent direction given to die 
Kinghts, become evanescent, lint, as to mvself, so pro- 
H K IS mv contenipt for this iiiidignified and selfish habit 
lial I tonid as httlc condescend to it as I could tospendmv 

inonient I l' TT "I'om at this 

" oment I hear some l.id or other makiii? love at the back 

ol mv house. Is It lor a Transcendental Pliilo.sopher to feel 

.mv curiosity on sm h an occasion.^ Or can I, whose lile 

vvorlli only ei?|n half yeat^’ pnrel,.a.se. be suppol^ 

<> I'ave leisure lor siit h trivial emplovment.s?-IIc^cevc. 

to put tins out ol cpiesiion, I shall .sav one thin? which will' 

pnha,,s shock some readc-rs; but I ani sure Lnghti::; 

<) so, consideritiR the niotic oti w hieh I sav it. \o 

na , Ins own body udhont some regard for it; vdiere.as 

• ™";Tl-'<'<ncy or regard, I hate it atid tnake it the 
>' .im c. tny hitter ridicule and contempt; and 1 should 
I he displeased to ktiow that the hast ittcligtiitic.s which 

nnght lierealter lall tipoii it. ..\nd, in testilicatiem of mv 
tneenty in s.aymg this, I shall tnake the following oiler, 
-the othet men, I have particular faticies about the place 
ol n hurial; having lived eliielly in a monntainous region, 
ra he r c leave to the conceit that a grave in a gream ehurch- 
>.ard atnongst the ancient .and solitary hills will be a 
snh itner atid more tr.uicpiil place of repexse for a pliilo- 
-vopher thati any m ,be hideous Clolgothas of London Vet, 
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if the gentlemen of Surgeons^ Hall think that any benefit 
can redound to their science from inspecting the appear- 
ances in the body of an Opium-eater, let them speak but 
a word, and I will take care that mine shall be legally 
secured to them — i.e. as soon as I have done with it myself. 
Let them not hesitate to express their wishes upon any 
scruples of false delicacy and consideration for my feelings J 
I assure them that they will do me too much honour by 
‘demonstrating’ on such a crazy body as mine; and it will 
give me pleasure to anticipate this posthumous revenge 
and insult inflicted upon that which has caused me so much 
suffering in this life. Such bequests are not common: 
reversionary benefits contingent upon the death of the 
testator are indeed dangerous to announce in many cases. 
Of this we have a remarkable instance in the habits of a 
Roman prince, — who used, upon any notification made 
to him by rich persons that they had left him a handsome 
estate in their wills, to express his entire satisfaction at such 
arrangements, and his gracious acceptance of those loyal 
legacies; but then, if the testators neglected to give him 
immediate possession of the property, — if they traitorously 
‘persisted in living’ {si vivere perseverarentf as Suetonius 
expresses it), — he was highly provoked, and took his 
measures accordingly. In those times, and from one of the 
worst of the Casars, we might expect such conduct; but 
I am sure that, from English surgeons at this day, I need 
look for no expressions of impatience, or of any other feel- 
ings but such as are answerable to that pure love of science 
and all its interests which induces me to make such an offer. 

Sept. 30M, 1822. 


THE END 


3-52 


SBT IN 

ORXAT BBITAIS 
AT TOR 

UNIVERSITY PRESS 
OXFORD 
rRINTBD BY 

THB garden CTTY PRB8S LTD. 
I-BTCHWORTH 
FTRRTS 


23 -I- ss 



8LL0H0 IQBPL LIBRARY 



9544 



